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CHAPTER I. 



<' Even insatiate war shiinks to behold 
The hideous consuiqpnation," 

MlLXAK. 



Thb sun had risen — ^^ as a happy bride- 
groom^ had he appeared, ^^ proud and glad 
to run his measured course,^-rin peaceful ma- 
jesty had he obeyed those eternal laws, that 
first gave and have ever preserved his unerring 
track,<^light and heat, as life and blessing had 
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fallen upon the earth, and been to it another 
day ; he had set, and the red, bloody sky still 
marked deeply his departed glory. 

Deep, however, as was that dye, there was 
on the shuddering earth, a stain far deeper 
than that : the beauteous plains, the smiling 
Tallies, that might e^en have cheated melancholy 
into pleasure, and soothed sorrow' into peace, 
now shrieked with agony ; for the gory streams, 
still almost warm with human life, lay thick on 
the glutted ground, and the thousand carcases 
of fathers, husbands, sons —beings, a few brief 
hours ago rioting in strength and hope— now 
marred and stiffening in death, lay scattered in 
horrible confusion. War^s slaughtering hand 
had been at work — ^life had sunk before him, 
death had revelled in destruction. The dis- 
abled—the dying— the dead lay indiscriminately 
together — life and death knew but slight dis- 
tinction. Here, some brave warrior, uncon- 
scious of the blow that had destroyed him, 
slept, it would almost seem, in peaceful slumber, 
and the calm, unruffled expression of his brow 
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almost belied the fatal reality : beneath hiin 
struggled some mutilated wretch, as if striving 
still to detain the vibrating spirit, that, each 
moment, threatened to desert him, as in his 
horrible anguish, he wallowed in the bloody 
mire, and madly clenched the trunkless head of 
some happier wretch, in the vain effort to ex- 
tricate himself from so dreadful bondage. 
How dear is life I even that wretched man 
could feel his increased danger, and as the 
wounded horses, maddened with pain, dashed 
furiously by, marking their course with further 
destruction, even he could seek to escape, 
shrinking more closely under the body that 
covered him. Scarcely a step from him sat 
one, vainly striving to staunch the oozing 
blood, wherewith fastly ebbed his life ; a 
parching thirst tormented him, a feverish rest- 
lessness increased horribly the torture of his 
wounds — and yet he could not stir, although 
his long continuance in the same position was 
worse agony than the fatal wound, that had so 
miserably crippled him, and he waited death's 
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tardy approach almost with impatience. A 
sudden change passed over him — ^he seemed to 
yield to the bitter anguish of his lot, and 
groaned as if his soul was nought but bitterness 
—-but it was not for the wound that was killing 
him that he groaned— nor for the acuteness of 
its agony — ^it was for the thought of his home 
—for the thought of those dear objects of his 
love — of that dearest being, who lived but in 
him, and on whom his soul doted to distrac 
tion — oh, that thought was indeed agony ! and, 
as he thought of them, and then saw himself 
dying for the want of that help, which it would 
have been bliss to them to have aflbrded him, 
he smote his burning forehead, and a groan 
burst from his tortured breast — so deep — so 
longr-rso hopeless — even as the groan of deso- 
lation. — it was indeed the groan of a breaking, 
of a broken heart. 

There lay a wretched youth at his feet ; he 
started At that groan as if from the sleep of 
death--4oo well did he read the anguish that 
so racked the sufierer^s breast, for his own was 
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even an extremer suffering ; he glared at him 
in half oHiscious wonder, a strange gurgling 
laugh burst from him — it was agony^s torture 
that produced that unnatural laugh— he gasped 
for breath — ^faintly breathed out " my poor 
mother,'" and closed his eyes for ever. 

The very air indeed seemed charged with 
woe, agony to hang upon it as an oppressing 
weight, and wailing to be as the dreadful echo 
of the finished roar. In place of the clamorous 
sliouts of men, the clash of arms, and angry din 
of drum and clarion, that had deafened both earth 
and heaven with their rage, causing the shud- 
dering air to quake with horror, there was now 
but the faint bow-clang that occasionally be- 
spoke the rielease of some writhing animal, or 
the screeching wheels of the carts that were col- 
lecting the mangled bodies— the wounded for 
hope — the slain for a hasty and an unhallowed 
grave. 

' It was a sickening sight — ^well might huma- 
nity shudder at it. When the blood is warm, 
and glory urges the warrior on to proudest 
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deeds of • valour, then indeed there is an excite- 
ment withm him which knows nought but that 
one absorbing emotion — ^thousands die around 
him, but he sees them not — ^his friend falls, 
but he heeds not, stays not to succour him — 
still presses on— -to victory or to death. But 
when that is past, and excitement subsides to 
reflection, and war^s dreadful havoc is around 
him, and he beholds the disgusting remnants 
of what were men— horrible in their ghastUness 
•—sickening in their mangled deformity — the 
shuddering soul revolts at the sight, and the 
quivering pulse beats -with a painful convul* 
siv^eness. 

Such seemed to be the reflections of a solitary 
muser, as on the gory plains before Montaign, 
after the hard-fought and sanguinary contest 
that gave that city into the hands of the allies, 
he paused in his earnest scrutiny, and seemed 
overwhelmed with bitter emotions. 

Noble was his carriage, and his form rich in 
manly beauty- — ^honour seemed his existence, as 
if royal grace were his birth-right, and princely 
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dignity had so plainly signed his brow, that 
the casual glance of strangers acknowledged the 
lofty height to which he was bom, and the 
innate m^esty that breathed from his soul- 
speaking eyes. Young was he in years, but 
did in feeling, old too in experience, and— if 
the deep impress of melancholy that marked his 
features belied him not-— old in suffering ; for 
it was not the sad spectacle before him, that 
gave that dejected tone to his appearance ; it 
was not the anxious purpose that then brought 
him back to the scene of blood, and, regardless 
of his exhausted strength, excited him to that 
minute search among the mangled and slain, 
that marked him as the son of care ; it was not 
indeed any present trials — though neither were 
they wanting, nor were defeated hopes, nor 
bitter sacrifices even then strangers to him — 
those deep lines of adversity, and that fur- 
rowed signet of melancholy bespoke an older 
and a more enduring sorrow. Adversity, in- 
deed, had been the nurse of his childhood. 
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the companion of his youth, the tutor of his 
growing manhood; his earliest feelings had 
been tainted by melancholy, and disappoint- 
ment united with his first thoughts ; his 
estimate of life itself was dark, and his view 
of the world but as a cruel and a merciless 
necessity. Well might such and so long an 
endurance sign his features with sadness, and 
chasten the joyous gaiety, for which nature had 
designed him, into mournful and unchanging 
pensiveness. 

But a change passed suddenly over him— ^ 
anxiety seemed to give way to troubled doubt, 
as, looking up from the few mangled corpses 
at his feet, which the preceding moment he 
had so fearfully scanned, he gazed almost 
wildly on the thousands, who lay scattered as 
far as his eye could reach in horrible confusion, 
almost mocking his boldest courage with their 
sickening frightfulness. 

"And iff such,'' — at length his full soul could 
no longer be restrained — " is such the road to 
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greatness? is power to be attained but by 
blood, and human life the stepping-stone to 
the throne ?— oh ! is all this slaughter — all this 
waste of existence — ^this desolation of happiness 
— ^is it indeed to my charge ? and will the thou- 
sand bleeding hearts, which this day's massacre 
will cause to gush far more piteously than these 
gory torrents, that even now fill the air with 
a horrible stench, will they indeed curse my 
fell ambition, and in the bitterness of their 
grief imprecate a righteous judgment on the 

author of their misery ?'' 

The inquiry seemed too dreadful — ^its uncer-.. 
tain answer too terribly exciting— he hurried 
forward, and sought by the renewal of his 
mournful duty to dissipate its impression^ 
But still those fearful images rushed to Iiis 
mind— how indeed, with such horrors before 
him, could he think to dispel thelm ? 

" And yet,'' such were his resumed reflections, 
" violence can only be met by violence, wrong 
demands force — ^'twere base as ignoble tamely 
to submit to oppression, and not even to attempt 

B 3 
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to resist it. Sad — fatal — ^murderous necessity ! 
oh ! be the blame, the guilt, and the punishment 
on his ruthless head, whose unyielding cruelty 
and usurpation has compelled me to stand forth 
as the avenger of my wrongs, and even against 
my own subjects, to wage an almost exterminat- 
ing war. But still, Ambition, proud as is thy 
call in my soul, thou art a fatal, cursed power 
—alas ! how fatally hast thou marred my bet^ 
ter happiness— -would that the soul of the Plan- 
tagenets rioted less tumultuously in my veins, 
and that a gentler spirit lived within me — ^then 
had I been patient in misfortune, more endur- 
ing of my cruel wrongs ;*"— lie sighed, a softer, 
milder vision passed before him, — <^ then too, 
dear, devoted Marie, had we been blessed in 
happiness, and contented in obscurity — then too 
hadst thou been spared this bitter tnal-— this 
perilous enterprise — madman that I was ever 
to have suggested it. Alas, poor wretch ! I 
dare scarcely think of thee ; amid even these 
horrors, that now appal my soul, I feel tbat the 
terrors to which I have consigned thee, may be 
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even worse, and to thy gentle, yet daring soul, 
even more horrible !^— the thought seemed al- 
most an agony to him. ^^But wherefore 
should I doubt thy welfare, or thy success? 
the good De Bourgh assures me of present 
promise, and future welfare ; his care will well 
watch over thee, and his truth assures our hap- 
piest fortunes; No: I will not fear, 'twere 
ungracious to such true devotion, to know a 
mistrust," 

He again passed along in his anxious scru- 
tiny, exciting, by his presence, new energy in 
those who aided him in his work of mercy ; and 
again and again, discovering some wounded 
sufferer, and by his ready help, snatching him 
from the greedy death that hung upon him. 

At length he reached the miserable group, 
where death, and anguish, and bitter pain, and 
frantic horror, seemed to strive for the pre-emi- 
nence. The wounded, despairing one still lay 
passive in his agony, waiting without a struggle, 
his tardy release from suffering : that minister 
of pity—to him as an angel of salvatioi!i, flew to 



12 ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 

his aid, bound up his gaping wounds, staunched 
the ebbing tide of life, snatched him from death, 
and preserved him to those on whom his soul 
doted. A deep convulsive sigh arrested his 
work of saving mercy— deep as agony, convuls- 
ed as the weighted heart of misery ; the youth- 
ful warrior started as that sigh fell on his ears 
—even in that wailing and oppressed air did it 
come to him audibly, and with a painful shud-^ 
dering. He looked eagerly round for some 
fresh object for his care, but his purpose was 
mocked — ^miserably was it mocked : that sigh 
was but the death-throe of the mutilated wretcih, 
whose eager love of life had prompted his 
struggling effort to escape the rush of the in- 
furiated horses — that very effort had opened 
afresh his deadly wounds, and been his destruc- 
tion. Mysterious fate ! — the despairing one was 
saved — the ^truggler lost. 

The youth again passed on, prosecuting even 
more anxiously his further search ; the merest 
delay was wretched to think upon, for already 
the gathering gloom of evening, rendered ob- 
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jects but imperfectly visible, and soon— alas ! 
how soon, the objects of his quest were lost 
beyond hope— H)n them, no other day would 
ever dawn. He strove to excite his men to re- 
doubled exertions, himself pacing rapidly about, 
that even yet, his hand might save some poor 
sufferer from Death^s too greedy fangs. 

An emblazoned shield attracted his notice ; 
it was only then that such devices had begun 
to be used as a distinguishing mark of the 
wearer's quality : originally introduced by the 
champions of the cross, in the Holy land, their 
use was now continued in proud remembrance 
of those illustrious deeds, and passed from 
themselves to their descendants as their best 
and proudest bequest. 

It was a sign, that at once bespoke some 
noble warrior^ its prostrate condition declared 
his death— no knight worthy to bear such a 
badge would have quitted it but with life ; the 
searcher looked anxiously round, and hastily 
unclosing the helmet of a knight at his feet, 
the cold, stiffened corpse of the brave De Foix, 
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met his gaze, covered with wounds, and almost 
in a pool of blood. De Foix had only joined 
the ranks when the last charge was already 
made, the battle was even now gained, when 
his useless impetuosity took him into the 
bloody fray; and here he lay, mangled and 
disfigured with mire and gore, while he, who 
had borne the brunt and thickest of the fight, 
had led the first soldier on, and struck the last 
blow, was alive and unhurt, and stood gazing 
over him, in sorrowing pity. 

But there was brief space for reflections as 
for regret, active exertion was the only profit- 
able good, could alone avail ; he again moved 
on, the fastly narrowing limit of his merciful 
industry urging him to its still more anxious 
exercise. 

Such was the employment of the noble Bri- 
tanny, after a day of toil and anxiety to the 
fatigue of which the oldest veterans had sub- 
mitted. At once the commander of the troops 
assigned for this important work, as the en- 
sainple to the meanest soldier of individual 
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valour and individual perseverance, he had sur- 
mounted the exhaustion incident on so arduous 
a struggle ; and as long as his hand or his influ- 
ence could avail to save one poor su£Perer from 
already too glutted death, he still combated 
against his growing weakness, nor was it until 
darkness no longer permitted his usefulness, 
that he returned to the conquered city, and 
sought so urgent repose. 

Glorious, indeed, had been that day^s proud 
achievement, but far more glorious the proud 
laurels which it had added to his former fame ; 
the plan, the direction, almost the accomplish- 
ment of the attack had been his, and the hap- 
piest results had thereby b^n secured to the 
renewed campaign, a campaign which seemed, 
so far, to be at every point attended by hap- 
piest fortunes. 

Perhaps, indeed, the very suddenness wherei- 
with Kling Philip had recommenced his opera- 
tions, had tended to this result, in almost as 
great a degree as the valour that had given 
effect to his measures. 
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No sooner had he received the assurance of 
the simultaneous rising of the English confede- 
rates, for the maturing of whose plans alone 
he had so impatiently waited, than instantly 
moving forwards with his whole army, he had 
invested the city of Mortimar, and taken it al- 
most without a resistance; and then pushing 
on with the bulk of his troops into Normandy, 
had detached the young prince with a suitable 
force, as well to cause a diversion in the ty- 
rant^s plans, as for the reduction of the queen- 
mother^s territories, whose occupation was both 
necessary for his own safety, as also for the full 
attainment of his determined purpose of driving 
the tyrant from every part of his usurped do- 
minions. 

Well had Prince Arthur seconded his royal 
father's wishes, and accomplished his task. The 
enemy had recovered from their first surprise, 
and boldly confronted him, contesting each step 
of his advance ; but the prince felt that every 
thing depended upon the success of their first 
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operations ; he attacked the foe with an impetu- 
osity that was irresistible ; again and again in 
person charged their ranks, wherever they dared 
to form ; and so completely routed them, that 
in spite of their superior numbers, as also of 
the obstinate courage of their commander, the 
brave Earl of Pembroke, the man of the great- 
est vigour and activity in the tyrant's interest, 
they were glad to make a precipitate retreat, 
and yield the city to their conquerors, without 
a further attempt at its preservation. 

Glorious, however, as was the victory, it was 
not purchased without great loss of life, and 
both the conquerors . and the conquered left 
on the bloody field some of their bravest war- 
riors. It was the hope to save some yet linger- 
ing soul, whether friend or foe, from death, 
that had prompted the generous Britanny to 
his anxious search, well knowing the feebler 
zeal that might direct his co-operators in the 
mournful task, and determined that no neglect 
of his should add to the already too horrible 
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carnage ; and it was the comfort of having suc- 
ceeded, even beyond his hopes, in his merciful 
office, that now accompanied him in his quest 
of so long delayed repose. 
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CHAPTER II. 



♦♦ 



" Let them come ; 

They come like sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war. 
All hot and bleeding, will we offer them.* 

Shakbpearz. 



Pbimce Abthur^s purpose was unexpect- 
edly frustrated ; his so long required repose 
was again deferred, and that by an anxiety 
which admitted of no delay. A messenger had 
arrived from England — too well did he know 
how decisive must be the tidings that he 
brought ; and eager at once to learn how far 
his friends had been successful in their rising ~- 
for he dreamt not of a disappointment, save as 
to the extent of their operations, as also to gain 



20 ARTHUR OF BRITA14NY. 

* 

satisfaction on a nearer and dearer interest, he 
at once sent for him, waiting his coming with 
an almost trembling expectation. 

It was the faithful De Lusignan, than whom 
scarcely the zealous De Bourgh could have 
the prince'^s interest nearer to his soul. He 
had hurried' through perils and difficulties, as 
well to declare the miserable disappointment 
which had thwarted their hopes, as to remedy 
the calamity as far as his own poor but ardent 
zeal could avail ; he had hasted onwards in his 
eager purpose, careless of all but that his one 
anxiety, nor hesitated, until now, his journey 
ended, and he stood in his prince's presence, his 
tongue refused to speak the mournful news. 

Prince Arthur saw his hesitation, and again 
and again, in his ahnost fearful suspense, had 
demanded its meaning, as also the tidings of 
which he had declared himself the bringer, ere 
Lusignan faintly replied — 

" Sorrow and disappointment, my prince— 
our plans are betrayed — our purposes fatally 
thwarted.'' 
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Good God !*' exclaimed the prince, for the 
moment overwhelmed by the suddenness of so 
wretched an announcement, — " betrayed — 
thwarted I'' 

** Even so, my dear prince,'^ returned the 
veteran, in some degree recovering from his 
first agitation ; ^^ the tyrant has, indeed, detect- 
ed our plans, and the noble Ramsay, my Lord 
of Salisbury, the Barons De Vescey and Mou- 
bray are in his fangs, if not already the victims 
of his merciless cruelty; nor is this all — the 
miser's aids — the soul — the very spirit of our 
party, are turned against us — ^by some unknown 
means the usurper obtained their possession at 
the very hour they were to have been our's.'^ 

The prince hurried quickly about the.apart* 
ment as De Lusignan spoke ; he seemed almost 
impatient of the detail, as if, the disappointment 
certain, it mattered not how it had been brought 
about ; there was but a moment's pause after 
De Lusignan finished speaking, when the prince 
Starting suddenly from his reverie, anxiously 
demanded — 
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^^ And thy young mistress^ De Lusignan ?^ 

** De Bourgh is even now attempting her es- 
cape,'" — the veteran seemed troubled—" 'tis no 
use dissembling that there are difficulties— many 
and great — in the way of its success, for the 
jealous tyrant has redoubled his spies, and his 
busy emissaries are spread over the whole 
coast ; but the brave man bade me say, that he 
had in no respect forgotten his pledge, and 
would eyea yet insure her safety.'' 

The prince seemed scarcely able to restrain 
his agitation — 

** Gracious Providence !" he exclaimed, in the 
bitterness of his apprehension, ** surely, sure- 
ly such a calflibaity as that is not to be added to 
my trials !" He approached rapidly to De Lu- 
signan, and fearfully scanning his features, 
solemnly adjured him, " By thy hope of mercy, 
De Lusignan, or ever thou desirest peace or 
happiness, decdve me not," — ^he seemed almost 
to hesitate ere he made the demand — " hast 
thou not further to tell me — none more ruthless 
desolation ? Tell me, if thou Ibvest me,"— his 
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voice faltered, as he faintly added, in a tone 
that denied his assertion, ^^ indeed I can bear 
it." 

"On my soul, dear prince,'* promptly re- 
plied the veteran, the assurance of his. man* 
ner even exceeding that of his words, " I have 
nothing — at least as concerns the royal Marie 
— ^De Bourgh will run no risks, is fertile in 
expedients, and though he may delay, he will 
not fail— give not way therefore to this anxiety, 
nor add to your disappointment by needless 
troubles." 

" Oh ! kind De Lusignan," returned the 
prince, ^^ His idle to speak comfort to the tor- 
tured victim^ when his very soul is writhing 
with agony — thou wert once young, and thy 
generous nature will well excuse affection's anx- 
ious fears." 

^^ I do, my prinee," said De Lusignan ; " I 
do, I feel for you — I pity you — no one would 
grieve more, was there real cause for appre^ 
hension, than I should do ; but there is not 
cause— I feel indeed, that the fidelity and zeal 
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of her protector assures her highness^ safe- 
ty.^ 

" Thou art right, De Lusignan,^ — the prince 
seemed more content— •^^ His folly to be too 
anxious — perhaps weakness — unworthy of a 
soldier to admit so gentle an influence as the 
spring of one^s feelings and the director of 
one^s actions ; but His a weakness— -"'tis an un- 
worthiness, if so you will have it, which not 
only I allow, but which I glory in as my 
proudest honour— never man indeed, had aught 
more worthy of his devotion." 

"Our sweet mistress," replied De Lusig- 
nan, with no small animation, " wants not 
your highness^ praise to declare her excellence 
^-oh ! had you indeed beheld her gentle 
majesty, her dazzling beauty, when, to look 
upon her was transport, and her music words 
were loyal and willing devotion — even in the 
dullest, most backward spirit, thou hadst in- 
deed ^It how needless are any words of thine, 
to make known her bright perfection.*" 

'^ Then should I not do wrong to her excel- 
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lence,*^ quickly dananded the prince, << not to 
prize her as far above even the crown for 
which we strive ? Heaven guard her safety ! 
— ^and if I am to suffer, be every other earthly 
good the penalty — and I am content, if she be 
spared. But tell me, De Lusignan-— ^tis unge- 
nerous, even for so dear an interest, not sooner 
to have asked tl\ee — our poor Eleanor ? — thy 
hesitation augurs but little satisfaction-^-but 
surely there is one good fortune attendii^ us, 
at least say that my poor sister is ddivered 
from her bondage ?^ 

De Lusignan shook his head — it was enough 
— words were useless-— too well . did the prince 
understand that Eleanor was left in captivity ; 
he seemed to start from the bitter thought, 
hurriedly demanding-^ 

*^ And ,this pitiless tyrant, De Lusignan—** 
what are his tardy movements ?-^oe8 he still 
hesitate, or has this cursed fortune, with the 
mewis, givaa him the energy to go forth ?^ 

<< Even so, your highness,^ replied De Lu- 
signan, with a mournful sigh ; ^' the usurper 
: VOL. ni. e • . . ^" 
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is already arrived in Normandy. Tke court 
tarried but a day to prepare, and at once lias- 
tened to the coast, where shipping waited for 
them ; and I have just learnt, unoe my arrival 
in France, that they reached the Norman 
shore in safety .'^^ 

<^ Then be it so,'^ vehemently exclaimed tiie 
impetuous prince, as all other hopes seemed 
frustrated ; ^^ and well will we fight the bloody 
tyrant — ^inch by inch, will we contest it with 
him, nor yield, as long as one pulse beats to 
resist him. Let him come — if blood must be 
spilt, be his the guilt, whose injustice furovokes 
the fight, and his own life, the first penalty of 
the crime ! Come on then, thou inhuman mon- 
ster, and we will give thee to the yawning 
destruction that hungers for thee. Oh ! may 
the victims of thy cruelty — the poor wretches 
thou hast murdered, affiright thee in the hqur 
of thy need, palsy thy feeble eflForts with hot- 
rible visions, and add * to the tortures <^ a 
dreadful death by their most appalUng terfors 
-7<ome on I and, if thou, darest, stand but 
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within the compMUB of this unaided arm, and, 
auspiciout Fortune ! I ask of thee no further 
goodr 

'^ His woman^s soul,^ observed De Lusig^ 
nan, with smiling contempt, ^ would indeed 
quake for fear at such a close juxta-position 
with' your highness ; but methinks his crafty 
cowardice will prbvide against so inconvenient 
a conting^icy.^ i 

'^But in spite of his care,^' continued Ar- 
thur, ^ even yet may I confront him; and come 
that hour, whatever its result, my wrongs are 
well avenged — De Lusignan, remember this 
kiy dedaration, and when thou hearest that I 
have met this ruffian — be it soon or be itlat^— 
then know that I am well content.^ 

The prince withdrew from De Lusignan, 
as he i^ke, and sought in his own tent that 
repose^ which his extreme exhaustion so much 
deiaanded. 

Arthur of Britanny was not one to droop 
under misfortune, to yield to difficulties, or 
lie in^t bef^e disappointment, however severe 

c 2 
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or unexpected ; with, hiai^ jtqgetb^.^i^^o^ 
evil came the remedy ;.do sooner^^ticl iQij|£wpj^i|ii!? 
attack bim, than he looked out t(^ Qoi^t^Kf;[9|^ 
or repel it. It was perhaps his paturfd 4!?po. 
sitipn to face danger and bijave perils ;;:anfjlt$^ 
whole of his adverse life had QonsUfUiiLe<jL lw|^ 
to improve that constitutional firane^^ ^V^?^ 
adversity no longer appalled, jtMOH nofr^ 4^g^^ 
had any more decided effect, tbi^. the e^qit^ 
hiro to instant measures to rebut it^ .. 

He could not yield — there w^ ,a. iKW^thfoig^ 
in his mind^ tl^at without any effort . of ^hj^», 
carried him from present calamity to its futur^ 
removal— r he thought not of despon(]ei^.(Qy;, 4^ 
very feeling had not existence withi^. hiinr7-it. 
was pot hope, indeed^ that buoyed J[ikn,u|>Tr-^. 
least i)pt. that ardent hope, which lool^s foxr. 
w^d againsij; popsibility, and fondly belieyigjij 
even ajg^ns^.hope ; it wa^s ra^Jier -. the hi^i)ie4: 
experience of oft disappointmeQt--^the ,^a],f^ 
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it not-beto^ -he bad not been now to resiftt it 
-^Ibftig-ig^ liad he sunk passive under' its fre- 
^tieiit send Idtag assaults. 

tiluMA thdtdSote at dwelling upon the 
wMtehed A>l:ittn^ which bad again so miserably 
Atwarted his plans, and damped the satisfaction 
wMdi Aat' day^s victory would have given biioi. 
hetbobght but of renewed vigour and increased 
exerdim. He turned his back upon the gloomy 
disappointment, and looked only to the brighter 
success before him, which though further re- 
moved, he still believed to be within his sure 
attainment : or if in the inany thoughts that 
fdr a time agitated his mind beyond the power 
at sleep, there was one of doubt or fear, it was 
tat her safety, whose welfare was dearer to him 
than the highest pinnacle of his ambition- 
dearer than the best good the world could 
tenipt him with — dearer than himself— his very 
power to be happy. 

Bom in adversity, nursed by misfortune, and 
miedidred kmid frowning disappointment, their 
ydung afR^on had beeti tra&sport and delight 
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— to him the sweetens of a bitter cupt^— tke joy 
of a weighted existence of angtiish : to' both 
was it dear — than every other thought^ \and 
every other happiness, oh ! far, far deat^^fr^but 
to him it was more — it was the good of his 
life, the pride of his ambition, the; gloi^y <)f his 
ardent soul. Glory, indeed, urged him on to 
proudest deeds, ambition bade him give himself 
to the restitution of his usurped dominions, and 
his life had known no other quest ; but still it 
was all that lovely excellence that was the 
spirit and the soul oi his acticms, it giave a 
dearar interest to his ambition, a prouder ex- 
citement to his glory — it made his *iife blessed, 
even in its afflictions, and, like the bright morn- 
ing star of hope, gave him the certainty of a 
day — ^it might be of meridian lustre. 

And he loved het — fot that she wds thus 
blessed to his existence, the angel of his com- 
fort ; and she loved him — perhaps, for himself, 
for his manly grace, his noble form, his lofty 
spirit, for all that woman esteems estimiible in 
man — ^richly indeed, did he possess every miinly 
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virtue— aod Ae loved him, perhapB, that he 
loved, fio adored her. 

Their young hope had been joy and happi- 
ness — such full confidence and fixed attachment 
could scarcely have been otherwise; but its 
consummation was bliss ; their union had been 
fraught with happiness — exceeding expectation 
--^beyond content. They lived in one dose 
communion of hearts, in one united existence— 
the happiness of each other was dearer, more 
sought after than their own: and it was the 
belief that her husband so wished it« that bad 
prompted the generous Marie to forego his 
loved society, and, exposing herself to trials and 
dangers, to seek the English court, and even 
there strive to attain the advancement of his 
interest; and it was his belief, that, in that 
attainment, her own happiness would be pro- 
moted, that had induced the anxious husband 
to permit an attempt, which he felt that nought 
but devoted affection had prompted her to un- 
dertake ; and it was such a conviction, that 
while it evep yet added to his affection, made 
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him the more dread lest any evil should come 
to her through her so generous devotion, and 
he be doubly cursed as the origin and the in- 
citer of her harm. 

On her, indeed, he did then think— adoringly 
—sadly— fearfully : those only who have so 
loved, and so been separated, can tell with what 
anguish he thought of the dangers that might 
surround her, without his aid to succour, 
his strength to support, his affection to 
comfort and deliver her ; in denser numbers 
did they seem to confront her, in more fearful 
forms to hang upon her steps — again and again 
did he think them ov^ — again and again bbrlbe 
himself for so indulging hi^ apprehensioiis. He 
sought to think of comfort — felt that la good 
Providence, a protector far better than ^vtn 
himself, a safeguard surer than his most watch- 
ful care was ever over her ; and committing hei" 
to that care and Providence, with his priiyer, 
fdtind peace to his trouble Spirit, ahd A^\i 
to his wasted strength. 



AH^X^UB W ilJlITAN3r& 3S 



t;:t-v'' ; = 






CHAPTER III 



^ Beard jre the din of battk hnj, 

LanoB 40 lance and hone to hone ? 

Long yean of havock urge their destin'd course. 

And thiiMigh the kindred squadrons mow their way/^ 

. . G«AY. 



AbON& with renewed strengUi came renewed 
vigpur and activity to Prince Arthur^s mind^ 
as rising early from bis refreshing slumbers, he^ 
conwanded his troops instantly to {Mrepaie isf 
a f urtl^r luivanee ; that if poSsLble, ore- the e€m<i 
fusion of the preceding day^s disaster bad par*' 
mitt^d, its surer defence, the ., stri^Pg ibrtress cf 
I49UQhi^pp, the next in (heir »>ute, might be 
at once secured, and their further piogreas 
rendered thereby safe and less difficult. 

c3 
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The celerity and decision of the princess 
movements had tended, in as great a degree as 
his intrepidity and the valour of his troops, to 
his so eminent success ; and, willing to follow 
the tide of victory as long as it flowed so hap- 
pily in his favour, he promptly pushed on, with- 
out allowing time either for the recruiting of 
his soldiers' fatigue, or the cooling of their 
ardour. 

Supported by many experienced and illus- 
trious commanders, though he was ever ready 
to listen to their suggestions, he yet resolutely 
guided himself by his own judgment ; nor suf- 
fered either the impetuous La Mardie, the 
companion of his leisure hours, whose raging 
vengeance still sought to crush the destroyer of 
his happiness, to urge him into any inconsi- 
derate movement ; nor the wary Dauphiny, the 
Mentor placed by his royal father near his 
councils, to repress, by his too hesitating pru- 
dence, that needful promptitude which had been 
to him so uniform success. 

Quicks however, as was their adVAAce, Mou- 
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champ was found already strongly fortified 
against them, and seemed, by its impregnabi- 
lity, to mock their purpose of taking it. 

The prudent Pembroke, trusting in its full 
ability to defend itself, had passed fomv^ard' 
and lay beyond a day^s march up the country, 
as well to recruit the jaded spirits of his sol- 
diers, as to gain time to communicate his situar- 
tion to his master, of whose arrival he had then 
learnt. 

To sit down before the place with the inten- 
tion of reducing it by famine, according to the 
mature decision of the cautious Dauphiny, or 
at once to attempt its capture by storming its 
fortifications in face of their apparent impreg- 
nability, as promptly suggested by the hasty 
La Marche, seemed both as objectionable, as 
doubtful of any good result. 

The prince paused in his decision ; until 
perceiving the low site of the fortress, and that 
an extensive lake in its immediate neighbour- 
hood, by its higher elevation, entirely com- 
manded the place, he opened its sluices. 



j^Mting into Mmiohaiiip weh - % ^toferkifi of 
wal^y that the garrkmi: wefe ' gltd i tb '«tt»pe 
#ith thefa* hwesj acnd, without a1>Iowy*«tosartai 
the foitress to the conquerors. >' ^Niorvr 

The prince again moved forwards^ ^roUbwiQg 
almost at the very heels of the fugitives^ wiuae 
hurried steps so soon declared to* the ndUsfH- 
pointed Pembroke this fresh disaster.' Heve 
Aithur would at once have pushed <m. Us 
conquering arms, and by a sudden and ui^uci^ 
pected blow have sought, and perhaps gaiiibd; 
the speedy termination of the stri^le ^ but^the 
earl was found so strongly posted, andt^liis 
position had been so happily chosen,;: that he 
oduld only be attacked at most fearful odck^ 
and the young prince hesitated to encouut^ 
him oa so unequal terms. ' <> > 

He sought to draw him from his advampsige^ 
andyby a feigned attack^ to wile himfrom^his 
strtogth to a more accessible position ; but the 
earr seemed in no way inclined to foregoj his 
fett 9upertority, and, as it ^ were, suU^tily and 
cpntemptuQUsly sneered at ht» efforts^ < i . a 
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r fbBod in lus expectatJaD> and stiU not d$wg 
tqxttiudL him in iiia presient poit, wd^ 9t.«tbe 
ttmer^dmey contcdouB of .the YAst importaBoeof 
«ii early movement, Arthur diapatched metsen* 
ger»'to King Philip for his further instvuc- 
tkM%a8 well as aid, should such seem desirable 
toi'him ;, and ansiously waited the return of his 
eoinersy with aU that eager impatience whiflh 
one^iao ardent and active in deedsf could iMit 
faii>to< look for the t^mination of a suspenseifio 
tedmis and unprofitable. 

Nor was his impatience lessened by- the- al- 
most certain expectation of, at the same twei 
receiiving some intelligence of his princess, if 
not ..of her actual return to her £ather^s court, 
a. possibility, which in spite of his apprehen- 
sions, he comforted himself in believing to have 
happened. 

Tedious, indeed, was each lingering hour of 
those tardy days. He failed in no< respect >to 
watch with anxious scrutiny his too secure foe, 
and sfill hoped to find some weak point in his 
position or neglect in his discipline j which 
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might have offered him some (^)^ng for an 
attack ; but their immoveable, well-ordered 
ranks, not only thwarted his design, but scarce- 
ly gave as much interest by their dull inaction 
as- to produce even an excitement to the harass- 
ing suspense. 

Night after night did he watch them with 
no better success, narrowly spied almost within 
their very outposts, but with no more promising 
result ; the vigilant eye of their commander 
too well provided against a neglect, which, in 
one moment, might have done away with every 
advantage of his strong position, and subjected 
him to dishonour as well as defeat. Prince 
Arthur fully knew the risks he encountered in 
this midnight scrutiny, but he cared as lit*- 
tie for danger as for adversity ; his personal 
bravery was careless hardihood, as if fear had 
not a place in his soul — it was almost temerity ; 
and again and again did he subject himself to 
the risk, not, indeed, without caution, but 
certainly with ii^ifFerence. 

It Was after several nights of such wakeful 
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anxiety, that, harassed by his disappointed 
purpose, worn out by the hourly expected, and 
still delayed satisfaction of the princess^ wel- 
fare, and impatient of the heavy inactivity to 
which the non-arrival of his messengers com- 
pelled him to submit, he had delayed beyond 
the wonted time his lonely wanderings, as also 
had suffered himself to ramble far beyond the 
usual range of his walks. Starting from his 
deep reverie, he suddenly discovered that he 
had not only lost himself, but so completely so, 
as not to be even able to guess, of which direc- 
tion to make choice to deliver himself from the 
dilemma. It was no pleasant discovery, his 
ignorance might betray him into imminent 
danger, perhaps, into the very hands of his 
enemy. He turned hastily along the same 
path by which he had come, and quickening 
his pace, soon believed himself to have recovered 
the French lines. He listened, that by some 
chance sound, he might assure himself of the 
correctness of his belief; the distant challenges 
oi the sentinels soon pointed out his further 



way, and no longer feeling any ap|^eb|69ws^,]i|^ 
f^urned to bis musings and hi% tQXVf^ s^WUti 
tering step, careless and unconsdpus qf, ^^J^i^fr^ 
his anxious thoughts. He had aliq^sl; advw^^ 
to the nearest sentinel, could even, dytting^iiffr^ 
the outline of his figure through the> d^pi^s^ 
darkness; when he heard him challenge /fj^ I 
next guard, and to his dismay first learnt, whitii 
he had not even dreamt of, that hje was.a^^ 
tually within the enemy^s lines-^had* ali^ost <. 
confronted their very sentinels, That.^me |^Hs 
slant did the soldier seem to detect his inm 
trusion, and calling out, quickly advancedriii^v 
the direction where the prince stood ; > biit , 
Arthur had already sunk to the ground^ an^/ 
ci^QUching closely behind the trunk of^a, &11^- « 
tree, waited the issue with no inconsidi^rabte^i 
agitation. The man came straight up tohim^s 
— 7>the prince felt that scarcely a diance was^^ftrf 
him of escape — when an unexpected succoiue.f 
caipe to his relief. The man stumbled in ^bi^, , 
h^i^y ; through bi^ f^tendant confusion and i|)i/^i;, 
d^ki)^s pf t^^ ^ Righf^ mfetpdk M^e daimtim^A 
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Mi hntettl of detecting, passed away ttem 
hitti.' Arthur lost no time in availing hiitasdf 
of- ik> ttappj a circumstance, and, creeping wa- 
i^iem Ms hands and knees, had bestowed him* 
s^ bejrond Ms reach, ere the man had time 
td'MStify Ms error. Taught, however, by the 
iiHadent, the necessity of a better caution, as 
also aware of the probability of Ms being fol- 
lowed, he stole cautiously on in the route now 
TiMfeted to him, waiting ever and anon to see 
thAt no fbrther danger lurked about him ; and 
he' had now almost regained his own outposts, 
wtien, as he so scrutinized his path, he per- 
cdved a figure pass quickly across, and in- 
stadtly vanish in darkness. He would have 
rtriied after it, and satisfied his suspicions that 
his Meps were tracked, but that he fancied it 
might not unlikely be some artifice to lure Mm 
further from the lines, and that he also f&lt 
Ms own inopportune infrusion, if really dis- 
oo^red, would, beyond doubt, have put the 
eneuiy e^ery where on the alert. He was still 
hesittftin]^, ttdid stQl' in vaiu strivitig to pfei^ 
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—to him the sweetens of a bitter cup^— tlve jfoy 
of a weighted existence of anguish ^ to both 
was it dear — than every other thought, land 
every other happiness, db ! far, far dearer-***^but 
to him it was more — ^it was the good 6f his 
life, the pride of his ambition, th^ glory of his 
ardent soul. Olory, indeed, urged him on to 
proudest deeds, ambition bade him give himself 
to the restitution of his usurped dominions, and 
his life had known no other quest; but still it 
was all that lovely excellence that was the 
spirit and the soul ot his actions, it gave a 
dearer interest to his ambition, a prouder ex- 
citement to his glory — it made his *life blessed, 
even in its afflictions, and, like the bright morn- 
ing star of hope, gave him the certainty of a 
day — it might be of meridian lustre. 

And he loved hei^ — ^for that she wds thus 
blessed to his existence, the angel of his com- 
fort ; and she loved him — ^perhaps, for himself, 
for his manly grace, his noble form, his lofty 
spirit, for all that woman esteems estimable in 
man — ^richly indeed, did he possess every manly 
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virtue— and die loved him^ perhaps, that he 
loved, fio adored her. 

Their young hope had been joy and hi^ppi- 
ness— -such full confidence and fixed attachment 
could scarcely have been otherwise; but its 
consummation was bliss ; their union had been 
fraught with happiness — exceeding expectation 
—beyond content. They lived in one dose 
communion of hearts, in one united existence^^ 
the happiness of each other was dearer, more 
sought after than their own: and it was the 
belief that her husband so wished it« that bad 
prompted the generous Marie to forego his 
loved society, and, exposing herself to trials and 
dangers, to seek the English court, and even 
there strive to attain the advancement of his 
interest; and it was his belief, that, in that 
attainment, her own happiness would be pro- 
moted, that had induced the anxious husband 
to permit an attempt, which he felt that nought 
but devoted affection had prompted her to un- 
dertake; and it was such a conviction, that 
while it even yet added to his affection, made 
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bold and audacious marauders, hanging ever 
over the hostQe hosts to pounce on any solitaiy 
straggler P But they moved still neai^ to him, 
stepping slowly and stealthily on. The prince 
never for one instant withdrew his gaze — ^never 
once moved— ^s drawn sword lay ready by 
his side, and with eagle gaze, and iron nerve, 
he watched and waited their further movements. 
He waited not long— they again surveyed 
him for some brief moments, and then rushed si- 
multaneously upon him. But his quick eye had 
prepared for the attack : he started quickly on 
one side, and ere the ruffians had recovered from 
the effect of their too great impetus, his ready 
sword had drunk the life-blood of one, and 
now met the other in a death-like fray. Long 
and dreadful was the struggle, for his antago- 
nist was no novice in the fight, while his brutal 
strength far exceeded Prince Arthur's more 
youthful force, and well matched his better 
skill. The miscreant felt his disadvantage, as 
how little his strength now availed him ; he 
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sprung upon his foe, and fiastening on his bocty, 

. . p. . 

dragged him powerless to the ground. 

The ruffian lay for some motnenU panting i^or 

breath, more by his weight than his strength 

repressing the efforts of the struggling Arthur 

to loose himself from his murderous gripe. iBte 

seemed to be feeling eagerly in his belt-^tob' 

wdl did the prince know that he sought his 

-.J 
greedy knife — he. forcibly held the murderer'^s 

« ■ 

arms, and in turn pressing himself clolsely* 

against his person, frustrated the fatal intient. 

But that same moment was his iron grasp upon 

his throat ; its clench was horrible convulsions 

to him ; he gasped for breath — ^his eyes startedt 

■ . if . - 
madly from his head — his brain seemed on 

fire-^and his agonized screams would have 
spoke his dreadful extremity but for the un- 
yielding gripe that was choking him ; he 
could not loose it — weaker and weaker became 
his struggles ^and, brief as was the attack, he 
was now almost its victim, when that same in- 
stant, a frantic hand had seized the murderer^'s 
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ho|id|i and) tearing away his hair in the mad 
e^ort to loose his fatal hold> seemed yet to stand 
between life and death; and a fearful dis- 

tracted scream at the same moment roused the 

■ . ■ ■ • 

treipbling spirit from destruction. The sudden 
shock loosed the ruffian^s grasp-^his own pre« 
servati<m and the torture of the sudden assault^ 
Qia^le him start quickly up ; he looked on his 
fresh antagonist, as a savage tiger. robbed of 
it§ prey ; and when he beheld the slight boy 
^ho had thus checked his purpose, eyen now 
he was springing forwards to crush him, when 
he staggered and fell to the ground— Prince 
Arthur^s sword had pierced his side, and that 
same instant was the rescued victim upon him 
tp^stay bis further mischief. It was, however^ 
^n,. useless precaution— the wretch seemed iiio 
longer in a condition to harm ; he lay gasping 
for breath, as if struggling for existence. 

." Villain!'' impetuously demanded the 
prmce, at the same time holding his reeking 
sword at the ruffian's breast, " as thou desirest 
life, declare to me the instigator of thy mur- 
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derous inteot. Speak, or this moment is thy 
last !" 

But the ruflSan replied not— appeared little 
moved by his vehemence— he ground his teeth 
for rage and agony, and seemed to writhe under 
the torture of his wound. 

" Speak, devil r reiterated the prince, " oi 
this instant,*^ — and he motioned as if he would 
strike the deadly blow. 

But still the wretch spoke not — ^he made one 
convulsive struggle — grinned one savage de- 
fiance — and expired. 

" Tis the monster Jamy," exclaimed Prince 
Arthur^s deliverer. 

" Merciful Heaven !^ cried out the prince, 
as the tone of that voice reached him. He 
sprung from the body, and the seeming boy 
was closed in his embrace. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



'< Oh ! a kitt 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge. 
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kits 
I carried from thee, dear, and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er since.** 

Coriolanus, 



Long and sweet was that fond embrace — 
long as transport — sweet as young, adoring 
hearts could fed the full content of a moment, 
where love and joy, and delighted wonder, and 
grateful thankfulness had no limit of feeling, 
but seemed to riot in tumultuous emotions. 

Oh ! there are moments, that we would 
vainly linger — when, to feel is bliss — moments, 
too rich for expression — too deep for language 
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— and there is a silence more doquent than 
any speech— a dumb intelligence fai those de^ 
breathings, wherewith devoted souls ligain 
unite after long and fearful separationfl^ more 
assuring than the warmest declarations, and 
delightful as sweetest contentment. 

Such was the moment which now wrapped 
up those two fond beings in that speechless 
transport — ^little need indeed was there of 
words— that almost trembling embrace spoke 
their joy — those fervent kisses, again and again 
repeated, uttered forth their delight, far more 
contentingly, than if a thousand words had 
proclaimed it. 

And there they stood, in a paradise of feel- 
ing, as if peace and rest shined upon them, 
and they knew not that darkness shrouded them 
in her thickest veil ; as if they stood not on an 
open desert, and the bleeding bodies of mur- 
derers lay not at their feet, and war and vio- 
lence slumbered not around them ;--— all, aU'was 
f(»gotten in that sweet rapture : — ^they temeta^ 
bemd not past 8uffering-*tliou^ net of future 



■ 1. « ■ 
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jg«fil-*the pnesttit wai bUia, and* Umt was 

*> DearaBt Marie !^^ at length exdaimed the 
tdeli^ted husband, when his first too joyful 
emotion bad passed away ; *^ my own sweetest 
treasure! art thou indeed restored to me? 
or is -it but a blessed vision, that for a time 
wiles away the anguish of separation, and 
cheats me of the bitter reality— oh ! no— thou 
art no visicm — but for thee, I had not been to 
bless thee.^' 

^^'Tis indeed thine own doting wife, my 
Arthur,^ returned the seeming boy ; ^^ sent by 
a kind providence to be thy deliverer— but 
art thou indeed unhurt ? — ^thou tremblest !^' 

<< ^6 but with delight, sweet love, that 
thou art safe and here — but when ? how camest 
tbom ? where is thy protector ? — ^he has not 
failed thee, Marie?'" 

^^ Oh ! no, no,^ anxiously replied the prin- 
0688, as if the very thought was ingratitude ; 
^' what loyal devotion and human means ooukl 
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do in the perils to which we have been exposed, 
that good soul has well done; but he could not 
achieve impossibilities, and alas ! Arthur, I 
come to thee, without <Hie result— ^scarcely with 
a promise." 

" But thou bringest me thyself, Marie — the 
best comfort, the best promise — and well am I 
content — my own arm shall gain the rest. 
Alas ! poor soul f thine must have be^i a fear- 
ful trial — I heard too, that thy escape was 
doubtful — it has, I fear, been terribly anx- 
ious ?" 

" Dreadful, Arthur — at every point was it 
frustrated ; again and again was it attempted, 
but danger met us at every step, and the very 
thought of proceeding was madness. Alas ! to 
stay was distraction to a doting, grieving, dis- 
appointed heart like mine — I urged the pitying 
De Bourgh to permit i6y flight at any hazard, 
but he would not, and his oath still kept me 
back. I was almost .wild with anguish — for 
I wanted oomfort and support, and I saw no* 
cnlng before me, but long banishment and con- 
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tinued loneliiiesa— oh ! thut wm {$i my bitter- 
est trial — ^that indeed my best fortitude ill' 
could bear.^ 

** MypocNT Marie T 

^^ A happy accident at length secured my es 
cape: the usurper doubted the truth of the 
Earl of Clare, who had declined to attend him 
in the war on the plea of sickness, and de- 
manded an hostage for his fidelity. Through 
De Bourgh's contrivance, I was sent for that 
surety, as the daughter of the Earl ; and as one 
of the royal Isabella's maidens accompanied the 
court to Normandy.'" 

^^ Happy, indeed, my Marie ; how man} 
pmls must it have saved thee !'' 

"Perils, Arthur? — yes — ^but there are fai 
worse perils in that hated court — my very 
blood boils with indignaticm, as I think of it 
Already has the royal miscreant cast his licen- 
tious eyes upon me— it is not yet ten days since 
I waited on the gentle queen, and already has he 
polluted my ears with his disgusting suit, even 
now meditates to secure his victim-— and too 
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hmribly do I know how his desigiiii are Bcmap^r- 
plished*^ . :^. 

*^ The foul monster !"" violently exoli^n^ed 
her husband, his whole frame trembling ^th 
rage ; ^* thou murderous devil ! Oh I ^ that e.vep 
now, my crying vengeance could reach :thee, 
and stay thy ruthless deada for ever. Bt|t Uipu 
art now safe from the wijitch^s fangs, and,^ 
more, my love, for any ^piirpose, shalt thoy-r^^ 

" Stay, my Arthur,**- quickly -int^rupt/^ 
the princess, in a tone of firmness and decision ; 
^< not only must I back to the ruffian-s court r^ 
but even now must I go, ere this my a^althy 
visit is detected." 

<^ Never, Marie,^' exclaimed her in^tuous 
husband, as if hell itself were less horrible to 
seek, than any place which that iniquitous 
wretch could blast with his presence >; ^^ iiajoj^e 
it not — think not of it-^t cannot-^it shall d[^t 
her ■ . - •> . . ;., 

^^ It must, Arthur p. repliad.thf -pnnceta, 
with bold . redgpatkni ; «? hoar , jne. era ypu 
dedAe4 for ilherefove an» t h n#^ ^m^i^^xs. ^- 
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cretlyto jou. Oiir poor Eleanor is still in cap- 
tivity, and, spite her believed imbecility, may 
yet'fitll mider this ru£San^8 murderous hand*— 
thoii wotddest not have it so, noUe Britanny ? 
or thy wife knows thee not.^ 

*^ Dear, lost Eleanor !^ rejoined the prince, 
with fedtering tenderness; ^^I would not in- 
deed so have it, could any suffering of mine 
save thee ! — but must I again expose thee, 
sweet loveliness, to so monstrous, so detested 
an ordeal ? my very soul revolts at the sug- 
gestion." 

' ^ But hear me further,^ interrupted Marie ; 
^* I may not again encounter the tyrant. Th^ 
Earl of Pembroke's anxious summons has 
stirried up his tardy energy, and even now is 
he preparing to join him with further forces, 
and strike a final blow h^e, ere he seeks to 
rfelieve ArqueB, which my father has invested : 
meanwhile the queen and her household, toge- 
thfeif wiih poor Eleanor, are secretly placed, for 
i^ety, under the care of the queen-mother at 
h&^H^ibAt of Ifirabeau, whose weak £ortifica- 
tions offer an easy surpri:»al.'*' 
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**HaP quickly exclaimed the prince,' "is 
that she-wolf indeed so poorly guarded ? Now, 
by our wrongs, 'twere well worth both sacrifice 
and risk to secure that vile woman. For Elea- 
nor'^s sake, had I already resolved to submit to 
our renewed separation, and trust thee again 
in that ruffian's power ; but to crush the insa- 
tiate spirit, which has so long, and so fatally 
influenced our fortunes, were of itself enough 
without that dearer interest, and makes my 
resolution doubly strong-^instantly, my Marie, 
shall it be done.*" 

"And secretly^ added the princess, with 
strong emphasis ; ^^ let both your purpose be 
unknown, and its execution quick — even your 
absence from the camp might betray you, and 
foil your design." 

" Therefore shall it not be known '"—the 
prince paused for a few minutes, as if eagerly 
digesting some crude plan that had struck himr— 
" this very night — even now, will I, with a fiiW 
fearless souls, and a chosen handful of tuen, 
steal tiway)^ and by foi^ced marches, fall upon 
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the proud Eleanor, ere even this wary Pem- 
broke detects my absence.*^ 

** But be not too bold, Arthur/ — ^her proud 
admiration of his daring spirit, struggled with 
the wife's fears for his safety— ^^ Eleanor of 
Ouienne is, of herself, strength to weakness— a 
defence even to crumbling walls. Thou knowest 
her well — ^my noble grandfather hated her, as 
well for the cold calculating severity of her 
temper, as for the licentious gallantries which 
compelled him to divorce her — worthy indeed 
is such a mother of the son whom she so wrong- 
fully upholds ! She is wary as a fox, keen*eyed 
as a lynx, and even as a cruel tiger, would 
sport with your misery — Oh ! beware, Arthur, 
her neter-slumbering hate ! — she would exult in 
thy destruction, and smile to wash her hands 
in thy heart's warm blood— be not too bold, 
my husband !^ 

** What i*^ exclaimed the prince, kissing her 
fondly as he spoke, ^^ does a daughter of France 
talk of fear ? art thou only now a soldier^s wife, 
my Marie ? and dost thou so imperfectly know 
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me, that thou shouldest doubt mjr dhicretibn, 
whilst thou so proudly acknowledgest my Cchi- 
rage f- Nay, fear not, kind soul — even with ihe 
fittme weapons will I encounter this tigress, and 
bold and wary as herself, will only wMt her 
cruelty, to match her to the life. But ^e 
waste the precious time— if it must be so,-te- 
tum to thy task— I will not now begin to doubt 
thy ability to provide for thy safety, nor wfll I 
fear to trust thee, since so happy a purpose asks 
for it — ^thy present coming shall be the assu- 
rance of thy welfare. Gk> then, dearest, and 
may a kind Providence protect thee ! So speaks 
the soul of Arthur of Britanny to the partner 
of his anxious toil.*" He pressed her still closer 
in his embrace, as in a gentler tone, he added, 
" thine husband's heart, my Marie — fond, yearn- 
ing as it is for thy blest society, Mrould say — ^*' 
he struggled with a tenderness that the season 
seemed to judge as weak and unworthy of him, 
and hurriedly added, '* but we will not speak 
of that now !" 

" Oh: ! no^ no," bitterly rejoined the princess, 



*^le^ we !i)iould be happy^ and this fearful 
trial — '^ She tteemed to repent of her weakness, 
adding in a firmer, though yet agitated tone, 
*^it is too late to yield now, Arthur, 'tis but 
this struggle^ and then— ^ She threw herself 
wildly on his bosom^ overwhelmed by emotions, 
which she could neither restrain or conceal. 

Her husband pressed her fondly to his swell- 
ing heart, too much oppressed by the earnest 
anxiety of that sudden action to trust himself 
to 8pe$tk, and too contented to hold there the 
doting creature, whom he felt had no happiness 
elsewhere, to wish to urge her away— nay, even 
if his anxious purpose should be thereby frus- 
trated, still would he hold her in that fond 
embrace— -for what was sister ? — what revenge ? 
— ^what glory ?— « sceptre or a throne ? to the 
true, faithful, adoring heart, and the happiness 
which that small clasp encircled ? 

Prince Arthur was the first to speak, as in 
tendereat accents he sought to cheer away her 
depression. 

^5 Be not thus cast down, my Marie> thou 
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hast surmounted far more grievous trials than 
this; let not one, in comparison as nothing, 
thus perplex thte.^ 

*^0h! no, no, Arthur,^ she hastily inter- 
rupted him, <^it is not that — the danger I 
shrink not from ; but surely thy wife^ thy de- 
voted, ardent wife may feel the I»tter separa> 
tion to which again it so soon compels her-4>ut 
it is past^^— Hshe essayed to spring from his em- 
brace*— ^^ that weakness no longer disturbs me 
•-*^I am ready.'' 

Her husband, however, still held her in his 
arms; anxiously demanding — 

" But how goest thou, Marie ? surely we 
may protect thee— at all events for a time P' 

** Thy protection^ in this instance at least,'' 
she hurriedly relied, " would rath^* add to 
my perils than be" any safeguard to me ; prompt 
and secret must be my steps, and the same 
means by which I came, the best provision for 
my safi^ return. It is a long story, Arthur, nor 
is there now leisure to declare it— even more 
than that our dear sister's lost Condition was but 
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a feigned one, would its knowledge astound thee 
-r4)ut it is a true and a jealous soul that guards 
me, and even as a brother mayest thou trust 
his care.— -But hist— dost thou not hear a noise ? . 
ha ! some one comes this way .^— -She dung 
still closer to her husband for protection. 

Footsteps approached rapidly to where they 
stood, and dark as was the night, the prince 
could readily discern, that an armed warrior 
drew near to them, and that a naked sword * 
was in his hand : instantly did he prepare for 
defence ; and covering the trembling Marie, 
as completely as he was able, he awaited 
the expected attack with boldness. 

But the stranger paused ere yet he had come 
up to them, and after a moments scrutiny, 
promptly addressed the alarmed princess — 

^^ Haste, haste, lady, or our purpose is worse 
than lost—oh I why tarriest thou, when need 
demands thy most instant flight ? hesitate not^— 
no— not for that dear comfort on which thou 
leanest ; remember thy pledge — oh, remember 
thy vow— desert not the captive to captivity. 
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nor thedesK^ate to desolation — di! fly;-rB9w, 
now— or His usdess.^ ••(..» 

The princess bad ielt raiewed assumo^^ the 
instant the speaker^s Yoioe reached, bar eafQ^ 
she started from her husband^s sid^, whos^ 
surprise for the moment kept him motionless^ 
and gradually nearing the stranger aai he coiw 
tinued speaking, as if impelled by some irresis- 
tible impulse, had now almost. advanced- to 
where he stood. He quickly took her, hand^ 
entreating in eager earnestness— * 

♦'Away, away, lady — quick be our flight, 
and it is safe-— quick our purpose, and it is 
happy — away !" 

The princess seemed to yield to the excite- 
ment ol his words, she no longer sought to 
tarry-*-not longer to linger with joy, nor longer 
to return to danger — not even did she wait for 
one parting w(»*d— not even turned for one 
farewelllook ; but as if rather impelled by her 
present energy, thin doubtful of her firm r^ 
solution, she rushed away and in aft inettant 
cwa^^iost in the midnight darimess. > 
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The prince was f«r too much perjdexed to at- 
tempt to stay her purpose, even bad he desired 
it ; but he wished it not, rather seeming to rqoice 
that she had indeed departed without any fresh 
trial to her spirits. His thoughts too were 
engrossed by the stranger^s accents, at once 
felt to be known to him; and when at length 
he recalled them as those of the Duke Louvaine, 
the associate of his earlier years, it was only to 
increase his previous astonishment, how that 
illustrious and long-missing youth should thus 
suddenly and so strangely appear as the trusted 
guide and protector of his hearths best treasure. 

Perplexing^ however, and unsatisfactory as 
was the inquiry, he suffered it not to continue, 
but shaking off its consideration, as a repressing 
stupor, hurried from the spot; and instantly 
upon reaching the camp, sought the chosen 
leaders^ on whose zeal and energy he could 
rely, to declare and prepare them for their sud- 
den excursion. 

De Lusignan was always ready at his 
bidding, and glad to second any attempt^ be it 
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what it might, if be but desired it ; St. Maur 
indeed objected to its rashness but willingly gave 
his co-operation ; while on the contrary, Conrad 
la Pole, the companion of his many similar 
enterprises, much approved the plan, and only 
wished first to have secured the crafty Pem^ 
broke by an instant attack. ' These three, with 
the impetuous La Marche, were to be the 
leaders with himself of the valiant band ; and, 
so far successful in their fervent support, he 
next sought La Marche himself, to apprise 
him of the sudden movement. Arthur well 
knew that any scheme, which had foritsendtl^e 
curbing of the tyrant^s power, would meet his 
instant sanction, and had feared even to 
breathe to. him his project until it was fully 
matured, lest his too vehement spirit might 
not brook a disappointment, should one occur, 
and he seek to urge him to some itish attempt, 
which nought but so raging vengeance could 
justify. 

The count was asleep in his tent ; his deep 
breathings, and his yet uneasy slumber, eviden- 
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cing that even in deep his tortured mind forgot 
not its wrmigB, nor oeased to think upon their 
revenge. 

Now he started as if with troubled dreams, 
clenched his sinewy hand, and muttered some 
indistinct curses on the author of his anguish ; 
and then again, as heavier sleep seemed no 
longer to permit the consciousness of his mind's 
active imaginations, sunk back into a death- 
like slumber, again to be agitated bj some fresh 
vision of his restless injuries. 

Prince Arthur watched not long over his un-^ 
easy couch ; — alas ! that never sleeping memory 
of wrongs, as deep and as searching, were too 
well — for his own rest, too fatally known ; he 
roused him from his sleep, and scarcely waiting 
for his tardy return to awakened consciousness, 
detailed to him his instant plans. La Marche 
stared wildly about, as if he knew not how to 
understand the cause of the disturbance ; and 
then, as the real object of the princess summons 
came to his mind, with one sudden effort, he 
sprung to his feet, and standing before him in 
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the attitude of determined resolution, uttered 
one deep, trembling, exulting cry ; 

^^ Then, Heaven be praised ! oh, joy, and 
bliss, and transport await us— -quick, quick, 
1ft us not tarry — oh, thou murderous ruffian ! 
look to thyself — ha ! ha ! how thy coward heart 
will boil with fury, when thou leam'^st that the 
treasure is snatched from thy accursed grasp— "^ 
He hastily put on his armour, and, eagerly 
entreating — " Op, on, noble prince, we trifle f 
hurried him almost. tumultuously from the tent, 
as if even a *moment''s delay were fatal to their 
purpose, or his unloosed rage brooked not one 
instants suspense in the accomplishment of its 
vengeance. 
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CHAPTER V. 



'* Though fortified with all the bnien moandt 
That art can rear, and watched by eagles* eyes, 
Still win some rotten part betray the structure.** 

M2CKX.E. 



La Marchess uncurbed impetuosity thwart- 
ed the full success of the princess well orga- 
nised plan. Arrived at the immediate neigh- 
bourhood of Mirabeau, free from both obstacle 
and observation, Prince Aithur wished to re- 
main in their then safe concealment in the forest, 
until the approaching night should cloak their 
movements, and their attack be thereby render- 
ed doubly effective, as well from its suddenness 



66 ABTHUE OF IRITANKT. 

as the uncertain number of the assailants. But 
La Marche, whose maddened rage could sub- 
mit to no suspense of its so certain gratification, 
so strenuously urged their instant advance, 
pointing out the weakness of the foe, declaring 
that caution in such an enterprise were almost 
cowardice, and praying, if but for the sake of 
his torturing anguish, they might at once to the 
assault, that Arthur yielded his own better 
judgment, and unwilling to deny so eager 
vengeance its earnest desire, led on to the 
attack ; and had soon the mortification to find 
that his expectation of carrying the place by 
surprise was not only checked, but that the 
quick activity of the queen-mother had, almost 
at the instant, put the fortress into such a state 
of defence, as not only to mock their present 
attempts at its reduction, but even to threaten 
a long and uncertain siege, which their force 
permitted them not to enforce, and which more 
important measures demanded them instantly 
to relinquish. 
And further, what rendered delay even more 
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fatally important— either the discovery of hit 
absenoe from the camp might induce the watch- 
ful Pembroke to some sudden movement, or the 
knowledge of his present situation, whether de- 
clared by the emissaries of Queen Eleanor, or 
even by chance, might bring upon his little 
troop an overwhelming host, which neither 
courage could avail to encounter, nor wariness 
to evade ; and so not only blast their present 
enterprise, but even endanger their future 
safety, as well as the further success of the so 
far glorious campaign. 

To guard, however^ against one risk, while 
as yet they hesitated to decide upon their pro* 
ceedings, that of the escape of any messenger 
from the fortreite to fetch succour to its relief. 
Prince Arthur was indefatigable in his anxious 
watch, guarding with strictest severity every 
avenue by which it seemed possible to obtain 
egress, and himself personally superintending 
the sentinels, lest by any defalcation in their 
^uty his purpose might be thwarted. 
It was on the second night of such anxious 
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flcnitiny that^ upon repeating his often rounds, 
he was struck iritfa the hesitatkig reply (^ one 
of the soldiers on guard to his ehallei^: ' 

He had already passed a few paceof onward^^ 
lost in deepest reverie, ere the impres^on dis* 
turbed him, and then, starting as the suspidon 
that' all was not right came vividly to his mind, 
he turned hastily back to satisfy himself. 
Scarcely a minute had elapsed since he had 
passed the man, but he was no longer there' — 
the prince looked quickly round, and for a mo- 
ment distinguished the fastly receding figure' of 
sbmeone flying from the fortress— -the next mo- 
ment it had disappeared in the dark night* He 
instantly pursued after the fugitive; it was a 
futile effort ; a few paces had brought loam be- 
yond where he had seen the figure, but there 
was no further ^gn, nor clew fw his continued 
pursuit;* He returned with hasty steps as 
•eager aiixiety to the post where the sentinel 
4iad stood; his first impression being, impos- 
sible as it seemed with even one of the tried 
«iea, who IcMrmedtiiis. loyal band, sthdtt some 
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treachery, isms abroad^ and searched anxiously 
for. some confirmation of his suspicion. He 
was not long unsatisfied— -on the ground, al* 
most on the very path over which he had passed, 
lay the dead body of the soldier on guard, 
pierced by a. single wound in his back, and 
mbbed of his night-cloak. The prince waited 
not longer-— asked not further satisfactior.— i 
the fact seemed su£Scientlv evident^-the man 
had been surprised and slain, and his murderer 
had escaped in his guise — the condition of Mi* 
rabeau and its royal guests would soon be de- 
clared; in a brief day, a numerous host be at its 
relief, and their fondly wished, dearly hoped-for 
project at an end, unless by some bold and de* 
cisive blow it were at once secured. He eagerly 
sought his friends to declare their fresh danger, 
and devise some instant plan to evade it, if pos- 
sible^ without for^^ing their anxious purpose. 
The same impetuosity 'which had thwarted 
the first success of their design, now seemed 
to promise its advancement. 
• La Marche^. who was absent, no one knanr 



70 AftTHUE OF BBITANNY. 

where, during Arthur^s earlier conference with 
the other of his captains, broke suddenly upon 
their consultation, and with breathless eager^ 
ness, demanded that a force should be instantly 
put undear his direction, pledging himself, that, 
in less than an hour, Mirabeau should be en* 
tirely in their power. It seemed irksome as 
wjust to his impatient ardour, even to be asked 
for an explanation of his purpose ; nor was it 
with willingness, nor with any better satisfac- 
tion, than what almost unintelligible abruptness 
could give, that he declared, that, after many 
dose and stealthy searches around the waUs^ 
he had discovered a secret passage left exposed 
by some strange neglect, by whidi an entrance 
might be forced into the place, and its garri-* 
son overpowered without either a struggle, or 
their even knowing the hand by which they 
feU. 

*^ For God and justice, my friends !" he ex- 
claimed with wild impatience ; *^ for our wrongs 
and our revenge, let us not tarry — '" his agiti^ 
tion almost choked bis ^tterao/ce^ . ^^ Now, 
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Britanny— -now the way is open to lUH-rthe 
next moment we may ha^e but to regret that 
we did not avail ourselves of a fortune that 
now gives us all we wish for — haste, then haste 
—east the very thought of deliberation behind 
you — let it be boldness, promptitude, decision, 
and the deed-^and it is gained ! Mirabeau, 
and—- '^ his emotion stayed him for an instant, 
ere he added, ^* its inhabitants — are ours !^ 

<^ Then lead on !'^ unhesitatingly replied the 
prinee; '^call up our men to arms, and be 
thou. La -Marche, our guide; I will myself 
along with thee — Lusignan, do thou and the 
rest await us at the outer gate^if, indeed, 
there were <me wish to hesitate in the attempt, 
the secret escape of the fugitive this night 
would at once destroy it.^ 

" By my halidome, is it so ?^ returned the 
count, "'tis lucky then that my opportune 
discovery secures our plans, or too soon were 
an irresistible power upon us to crush our feeble 
band;* 

<<Tby indastry doi^ indieed stand us in good 
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account, ha Marche,^ exclaimed the ready De 
Lusignan, ^^and timely too — another day it 
might amuse, but not advantage us.*" 

^* Then let us at once benefit by it,^ added 
St. Maur, ^^ by instantly availing ourselves of 
this unlooked-for opening for our . valour, or 
the same chance that has betrayed this weak- 
ness in our enemy^s defence, may close it against 



us." 



" Even while we tarry to talk about it,**" 
impatiently interrupted the ardent La Marche. 
*' Oh, are we not here to secure this cruel 
tigress? — are we not here to release enslaved 
beauty from a galling and a miserable chain, 
and give the royal captive to liberty ? Now, 
now is the time — as we are men, as we are 
knights, and true and generous soids, let us 
not longer trifle, but at once rush to the glo- 
rious struggle/^ 

Already excited, as well by their own feel- 
ings, as the count^s impassioned earnestness, 
their small band was called secretly to arms, 
and in a space, brief almost as thought, ^was a 
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ohbseiir' party Irtealiifg softly aft^ La Marche 
to the secvit' vaj diacoTered by him. 

From its positioii', near to the spot where 
di^' sentinel ladd slain, Prince Arthur soon 
dedded that the fugitive, whose hasty flight 
he had detected, had escaped by this mean, 
havings probably in his anxiety for the accom- 
plishment of his embassy, omitted to close the 
entrance so securely as it ought to have been 
done. 

' The besiegers lost no further timer, but at 
<me0 descended into the subterraneous passage to 
whi^ the opetiing led. La Marche went first, 
PrIJide Arthur followed, supported by some 
scor^ of stout and zealous spirits, fitted as 
well by their valour as their devotion, for the 
doing of such it deed as that they meditated. 

The rest of the troops stood prepared before 
the gate, ready to rush forwards and complete 
the work, as soon as a way was opened for 
theooR.'' 

/■Anxious indeed were those moments to those 
dei»led wa^oblrs ; eagerly didt they listen for 
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some slightest sound, if but to give them the 
merest clue of their comrades^ progress ; and 
when, as successive minutes passed along, and 
the thick walls, even in the breathless silence 
in which they listened, seemed to mock their 
anxiety, and no sound reached them, nor any 
sign of thdbr companions appeared to lessen 
their growing solicitude, the hearts of the 
less devoted ones already condemned the rash* 
ness of the enterprise — even the boldest began 
to fear that some mishap had overtaken the 
adventurous band — and all quailed for the 
safety of the prince, whose noble intrepidity, 
and at the same time generous courtesy, bound 
all hearts in .attachment to him — when, oa a 
sudden, the gates flew open, the whole party 
flew to support their friends, and Mirabeau 
was theirs. 

The princess adventurous band had passed 
unobserved along Ihe subterraneous yay, had 
overpowered each successive obstacle and se- 
cured the gates, and the whole of the assailants 
had already poured into the place, ere yet an 
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alarm had been given of the assault, or the 
besieged even suspected their danger. 

Short was then the struggle — trusting in the 
improbability of danger, as well from the be- 
lieved absence (^ amy foe^ as from the appa- 
rent want of an object for attack — ^the tempo- 
rary lodgment of the queen-mother in the place, 
not being deemed of sufficient moment, and 
the secret arrival of her royal guests not bein^ 
thought to be known beyond the precincts of 
the court — the fortress, in the urgency of the 
moment, had been left so weakly garrisoned, 
that even had not surprise and darkness com- 
bined to paralize the resistance of its defenders, 
their best strength would not have availed 
against the determined band who rushed so 
suddenly upon them. 

Prince Arthur, supported by La Marche and 
De Lusignan, had, on the first assault, dashed 
furiously on to secure the inain object of their 
anxiety, ere the tumult alarmed her, lest the 
knowledge of the disaster should excite her tem- 
pestuous spirit into some mad phrenzy of pas- 

E 2 
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sion, and her active mind even yet foil their 
purpose. 

They speedily overpowered the guard, who 
were too much lost in fancied security even to 
think of resistance, and advancing on as mar- 
shalled by a new ally, who soon appeared in 
the person of the jester, Phcedrus, and whose 
dissembled flight they quickly followed, they 
soon found themselves in the presence of the 
imperious Eleanor. 

The queen-mother, although it was now past 
midnight, was, at the instant, busily employed 
in dictating to her secretaty (a ghostly father, 
who, as was but too common in those troubled 
times, found as much occupation and satisfac- 
tion in conducting the councils of war as more 
holy convocations, nor scrupled to aid by his 
influence and exertions even the bloodiest and 
most ruthless purposes), and for a moment 
failed to detect the cause of the strange dis- 
turbance. 

She started violently up, furiously exclaim- 
ing, ere she yet had turned to satisfy, herself-— 
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** Ha ! mioions ! what means this bold in- 
trusion? what! are your necks so safe?''— she 
st<^ped suddenly, as she beheld . armed and 
daring men before her, and another after ano- 
ther of the prince's followers entered the apart- 
ment, until it was now almost entirely filled. 

At the best of times, the appearance of 

£leanor or Guienne was by no means prepos- 

« 

sessing, her tall, masculine form, and the 
strongly marked features of severity and bitter 
harshness, which scarcely her duplicity could 
mask into any gentler expression, seemed to 
speak the cold, unfeeling, cruel heart that 
directed her, and repulsed even the idea of 
attachment ; but when excited by anger, or by 
any of those violent emotions, which, in her, 
had long since destroyed all sense of the cha- 
rities of life, it was as if a demon's fury 
rioted within her, and its sign upon her fea- 
tures was that . of horrible distortion. Such 
was the appalling spectacle, which now turned 
towards her assailants, and in whom, though 
not seen for many long years. Prince Arthur at 
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once recognized the often dreaded terror of his 
youth — ^his father^s mother. His own matured 
form and changed appearance rendered him 
unknovm to her, and he stood as a stranger 
before her, and, save as the apparent leader of 
the . party, but as one of the many objects of 
her ireful indignation. 

She seemed at once to guess the nature of 
the intrusion, glanced quickly at the youthful 
chief, as if her quick penetration had decided, 
and yet refused to believe who he was, and 
with a taunting smile of scorn, at the same 
time that her rage shone like fire from her eyes, 
proudly demanded — 

*^ And whence this valiant band ? wherefore 
this daring violence P"^ her quick feelings sud« 
denly overpowered her— she stamped furiously 
on the ground, and almost screamed out, 
** Hence, reptiles, hence — pollute not my pre- 
sence with your accursed breath-*-what, hear 
ye not, minions ?** she advanced rapidly to 
the prince, and in a low, suppressed tone, 
added-* 
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*^And thou, young captain — what! darest 
thou too confront my will ? Lead off thy slaves, 
or by the mother of God, these hands shall 
tear thee piecemeal.^ 

f* Patience, patience, good grandam !^ taunt* 
ingly replied the prince, whose present feelings, 
exulting as well in the so complete success of 
their project, as, at the instant, well contented 
by the tempestuous rage of this his arch 
enemy, forgot his wonted moderation; ^^ pa- 
tience, good grandam !" 

The words had not passed fron^ his lips, 
when, quick, as thought, the tigress drew a 
dagger from her belt, and that same moment 
bad sheathed it in his heart, had not the watch- 
ful De Lusignan detected her intent, and 
dashing the murderous blow aside, quickly 
possessed himself of the weapon. 

Eleanor smiled contemptuously as, she saw 
herself foiled in her purpose ; she essayed to 
shake off De Lusignan^s grasp, and as the 
veteran, at the prince'^s bidding, loosed his 
hold, drew herself disdainfully up and walked 
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proudly from them to the further end of the 
apartment. 

" Loose her, Lusignan,^ said the prince — 
he met her ghastly smile with a look of equal 
disdain — ^^ she is a queen— despite her mur- 
derous wrath, she is a woman ; and — my soul 
shudders to acknowledge it — my father^s mo- 
ther.'' 

" Would to God,''— she spoke with deep 
solemnity, — '^ that mother had taken from her 
worthless offspring, the life which she contri* 
buted to give thee." 

" Thy wish, beldame mother," returned the 
prince, horrified by her savage malignity, 
^Hhanks to the same God, harms me as little 
as thy mui^derous intent — nor do thy fiendish 
frowns injure me — nor yet thy impotent rage." 

** Impotent rage T she violently exclaimed, 
as rushing madly forwards, she sought as if to 
tear him in her fury ; " cursed be the lips that 
tell me so, and the tongue that dares to wag 
insultingly at me." 

^^ Eleanor of Guienne," calmly returned the 
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prince, holding his drawn sword towards her, 
''you forget yourself, and disgrace your dig- 
nity as England'*s mother-queen ; let not meaner 
hands restrain your passion, nor bonds curb a 
wrath, which your own discretion should rather 
have repressed ; you are our prisoner, and His 
as useless to resist, as is this fuming anger dis- 
graceful.'' 

" Ha ! boy,*' she demanded, with a cool bit- 
terness, that strangely contrasted with her for- 
mer violence, '^ what, wouldest thou counsel 
thy aged mother, as affix the iron shackles on 
her withered limbs ? and con she only gain the 
privilege of the meanest captive by foregoing 
her proud indignation ? I cry you mercy, gentle 
son — these wasted hands tremble at the antici- 
pated agony, and my feeble tongue would fs^n 
plead for compassion from my conqueror — Spare 
me, spare my drooping age-^look, look—should 
not these wrinkled, bloodless features gain pity 
even from a savage — much more from a child ?'' 

** False, deceitful, unnatural woman f" ex- 
claimed the prince, perplexed at the versatility 
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of her behaviour, '^ thy words are worse than 
mockery." 

*' And hJBust thou not ?'" she quickly demanded, 
with unloosed violence, ^^ dost thou not mock 
me ? Ah ! my impoient rage may indeed not 
harm thee now — ^but look to it, boy, it may 
chance otherwise, and if it do^ — she chuckled 
with delight, as she added, " I am revenged." 

" Be it so, kind grandam," calmly returned 
the prince ; ^* but for the present, methinks thou 
art somewhat curbed of thy ability, or my 
heart-streams would ilJ content thee, eVn did 
they flow in thy very sight." 

Eleanor again advanced to him, and look* 
ing stedfastly in his face, at the same time 
that she rubbed her hands one within the other, 
as if in the act of washing them^ whisp^:^ 
in a deep, trembling voice— ^' Not if I could 
wash these hands in thy reeking blood, would 
I be content, did I not know that in thy tor- 
tured death, thou hadst learnt ^twas my hand 
that dealt the blow, and diedst cursing me." 

<* Thou devil !--4t were sacrilege to call thee 
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woman,^ and as he spoke, the prince shrunk 
back appalled at her horrible declaration. She 
seemed to exult in his distress, fixing her eye 
firmly and immoveably on his, as if she would 
still have added to his anguish. 

" What, boy I'* she sarcastically demanded, 
*^ does it indeed touch thee ? by my hate, but 
I may live to pinch thee even tighter than 
by words, to crush thee more fatally than by 
an empty curse, — look to it — and if it be so, 
then think of this indignity, and know my re- 
venge.*" 

" That, woman, already I know, — fearfully 
— terribly !" 

" But not as thou mayeat know it," — she 
gnashed her teeth furiously as she spoke, — " not 
as I pray Heaven thou shalt know it !'^ 

" Cease, cease, thou wretched spirit, nor 
shudder these walls with so horrid impreca- 
tions,'^— the prince spoke hastily, as if afraid to 
listen any longer to her unnatural malignity. — 
** De Lusignan,' do thou tend this tigress- 
queen — with respect, but yet with strictness— 
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thou knowest thy charge, as thyself hast seen the 
spirit o'er which thou art to watch. As for 
thee, fell, remorseless queen, whom never have 
I injured, but whose cruel hate has followed 
roe through life, and been to me the curse of 
my existence, not even of thy royal state would 
I debar thee, nor confine thy steps, but as 
a strong necessity, and my own immediate 
safety demands; that secure, and thy active 
; rage no longer capable of harming me, thou 
art again free.'' 

He waited not for the chance of any reply, 
but almost as he was yet speaking, quitted the 
apartment. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



But patience is more of the exercise 
Of saints, the trial of their fortitude, 
Making them each his own deliverer 
And victor over all, 
That tjrranny or fortune can inflict.*' 

MlLTOW. 



A SINGLE wall separated this scene of vio- 
lence, from one of as strong, as deep, as excited, 
though of yet gentler emotion. The impetuous 
La Marche had been among the first to enter 
Queen Eleanor's presence ; but a single glance 
had told him, that the milder, much loved form, 
whom he sought, was not there, and his impa- 
tience brooked not one instant^s tarrying. Yield- 
ing therefore his place to the numbers who 
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thronged into the apartment, he hurried anxi- 
ously to satisfy the yearning desire of his soul, 
and again behold the object of his youthful love, 
and of his ever after anguish, the gentle Isabella. 

A whirlwind of wildest passion dashed him 
on — ^he knew not — thought not to what; the 
still small voice of reason was not — in that 
gushing tempest, could not be*heard — the tu- 
multuous roar and the deafening thunders of 
his mind's disorder drowned all softer pleadings, 
and convulsed his soul with overwhelming 
emotion ; and he rushed on, lengthening his 
quest by the very confusion with which he 
prosecuted it, until at length he stood motion- 
less and softened even to infant weakness, before 
that adored and lovely one, the joy, the pride, 
the agony of his existence ; and not until then, 
did he ask himself wherefore he had come? 
what he sought? He threw himself on the 
ground before her, and a groan burst from his 
tortured breast — ^hollow as his hope^-deep and 
searching as^ his despair. 

Isabella was alone witb the absent Eleanor 
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and her own favoured attendant Oenevieve. 
She looked up with one inquiring look as La 
Marche entered the apartment, as if she thought 
to learn the nature of the alarm ; but that short 
glance, brief as it was, shuddered her to her 
inmost soul — she frantically turned away her 
head, and burying her face in her hands, awaited 
his words m felbf ul anguish. 

Long was that agonized silence— nor knew 
those hapless sufferers aught but the mental 
anguish that so convulsed them-*-nor that loud 
and angry violence was near them— -nor yet the 
pitying sympathy which was theirs, and which 
the lovely companions of the mild Isabella's re^ 
tirement, gave them, even unto tears. 

Oentle, blessed gift ! grateful to the giver, 
as blessed to the receiver— -even as the healing 
balm to a throbbing wound, the refreshing 
dews of Heaven to a dry and parched land, or 
the gentle zephyr to a fainting traveller, and, 
as his" first glance of his long-sought, long- 
sighed for home, dear and delighting ; oh, so 
is that generous pity-«4hat feeling compassion. 
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which makes our own another^s sorrows — sighs 
with their sigh— weeps with their tears. Oh ! 
it is cheering as comfort— -consoling as conso- 
lation — and as sweetest pleasure contenting. 

But alas ! those two gentle spirits, who, then 
witnessing that throe of anguish which in its 
excess kept the sufferers speechless, gave them 
their heart's fullest sympathy, kiifew but too well 
the deep emotion, whose injury was the cause of 
their grief, and could, from sad experience, 
too well judge of the pang which so convulsed 
them : still, though a cruel fate had separated 
them both from the only happiness of their ex- 
istence, and the bar of strong necessity was 
between them and the objects of their affection 
— still there was hope to animate theniy the 
promise of an instant deliverance from their 
thraldrom, and a speedy re-union with the 
objects of their love. But to them — ^those 
trembling, tortured, woe-struck ones — there was 
no hope — no promise — an irremoveable barrier 
separated them from happiness, and the heaven 
of their wishes seemed to them like bliss to the 
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trembling son of perdition, whose condemned 
soul thinks it but deeper guilt even to cast one 
fearful- look to that serene sky, which might 
hare been his, and the thought of whose loss is 
worse Agony than hell^s veriest torment. 

Still were they lost in anguish, speechless 
firom the excess of their emotions. La Marche, 
indeed, would have spoken, for in his wild dis- 
traction there was a purpose, which he would, 
and yet dared not breathe — wild indeed was it, 
as his own phrenzy— «mad, as his own despera^ 
tion ; for he knew that it was fruitless, without 
one shadow of a hope, and that the pure soul 
of the virtuous Isabella would shrink, even 
as his owil wildest passion hoped she might, 
from what was now but guilt and shame. She 
was another^s, although her heart had been, nay, 
plerhaps, — and it was tRe one small, only 
sweetening drop in hid bitter cup— was still his, 
and divine and human xites had made her his — 
yet the cursed spoiler had snatched her away, 
and, ere the full consummation of their wishes 
had blessed them^ had secured the prize by 
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bonds, which however revolting as detested, 
had separated them beyond all holy love. And 
would her bright excellence descend to any 
other connection ? No — in the bitterness of his 
soul did he groan, as his own heart too readily 
answered the inquiry. 

His anguish seemed to distress the queen far 
more than her own suffering, as if she could 
have borne all but his misery :*— 

*^ Alas, La Marche !^ she exclaimed, in a 
voice which her stifled sobs again and again 
interrupted, and not daring to snatch one 
merest glance towards those dear features, 
which to love was now a deepest crime ; ** art 
thou indeed the planner of this bloody violence P 
Oh ! to what avail is so cruel torture ? Oh ! 
wherefore — wherefore rack our souls with a 
misery, under which even insensibility would 
have shrunk — spare, oh ! spare my weakness, 
and my heart shall bless you.^' 

" Isabella," wildly exclaimed the count, at 
the same instant starting violently from the 
ground, <^ wouldest thou destroy me altogether P 
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Wouldest thou driye me back to misery, and 
continue my existence the torment it has been ? 
With trembling, convulsive desire have I sought 
this moment — for years of wretchedness have I 
looked for it, and it has alone kept me from 
madness and destruction. I have desired it — ^ 

** But toherefore. La Marche f^ quickly in- 
terrupted the queen, in a firm, though still 
gentle tone. ^^ Isabella of England would fain 
know why thou hast thus desired, thus sought 
an interview, which to both is misery— to 
herself, bitterest anguish P^ 

** Why wished? why sought.^*' demanded 
]^a Marche, as if his perplexity confused him 
that he knew not what he said, ^^ does Isabella 
of AngoulSme ask from the husbaiid of her 
youth and of her heart, such a question as that ?^ 
be flung himself wildly on his knees before her, 
and taking the trembling hand, which her over- 
powering disorder, rather than her will, per- 
mitted him to hold, pressed it fervently to his 
lips, as he' passionately exclaimed—- 
^* I have wished to come, adored Isabella^ 
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once more to behold you— once more to em- 
brace the object of my souPs adoration. I have 
sought you — to deliver you from this accursed 
chain — to restore you to happiness, and to the 
husband of your choice. Oh ! fly wit6 me— - 
fly with ine, my Isabella— by our young loves, 
by our early hours of fond affection-^—deny me 
not— oh! haste — away, away !'' 

^^ La Marche,^^ exclaimed the queen, in a 
severe, yet pitying tone, as if her heart forgave 
the insult which, as England^s queen, hSQ been 
offered to her, and at the same time snatch- 
ing away the hand, which her extreme agita- 
tion had too long permitted to remain in his, 
^* let me at least esteem you — let me at least 
respect myself. Thou knowest, La Marche^- 
and thine own heart should have reminded thee, 
that the tie which now holds me, accursed as 
was its assumption, or, it may be, its continu- 
ance, is yet sacred — as every hope of happi- 
ness, every honour— even as the most solemn 
oath can ratify it. Depart then — ^mdck me not 
with dreams which can but add to my misery— 
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remind me not of what might have been, not 
add to my many sufferings, that of witnessing 
your anguish. Go, faithful, generous soul, and 
believe that Isabella prays constantly for your 
happiness— with her latest breath will ask for 
you, fortitude and consolation/^ 

^^ Isabella, Isabella !^ impetuously inter- 
rupted the impassioned lover, ^^ have mercy — 
add not to my already too great wretchedness, 
nor snatch from me the one small comfort — the 
dim feeble ray that alone lights up the gloomy 
midnight of my life— the belief that thy affec- 
tion was true, even as my own,*** — his voice 
« 

sunk hollow and sepulchral as he added ; *^ but 
even that is past — I have not one consolation— 
thou lovest me not, Isabella — thou never 

JR. 

lovedst me r 

The queen for the first time turned her face 
towards him, and though it was greater misery 
than all to gaze on the noble manliness that 
first gained her young affections, and, her heart 
—alas ! too miserably declared the trembling 
£eict — still held them in an everlasting bond, 
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she gazed fixedly upon him with a sad and 
mournful look, as if her changed and care, 
worn features should declare her truth, better 
than any words. 

The count gazed upon her in astonishment 
and speechless anguish ; the young blooming 
playfulness and sprightly animation that he 
had known in earlier days, and which, as much 
as the endearing charms of her mind, had 
gained his first and only love, was now dull 
and changeless melancholy — the bright beauty 
of her cheeks was gone — sadness had taken 
place of smiles — her laughing eye was cold 
and listless — ^and her form shrunk, as if a 
blighting mildew had passed it o'er. Ohi 
whence the change P whence so fearful decay ? 
La Marche felt — that one simple, silent move- 
mait told him— that the withering curse was 
wronged affections — that love for him — con- 
tinuing but to torture her with its ever hope- 
lessness, was the consuming canker that had 
marred her fresh loveliness to this wan and 
wasted melancholy. He felt it, and his soul 
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bled for her, and he thought of her— oh ! how 
far dearer ! how more adoringly ! fo^ that evi* 
dence of her attachment ; and he thought, too, 
of him, the tyrant robber — the accursed cause 
of her decay and his misery, with wild and 
bitteresl rage, and even more entirely did he 
devote himself to his destruction. 

^* La Marche,^ at length Isabella spoke in 
deepest anguish, *^ look here — ^look on these 
altered features — see this pale and wasted form, 
and let your own heart declare, wherefore, in 
the midst of pomp and greatness, and with the 
highest majesty shining on me, I am sad and 
wo-begone, sighing away my days in vain 
regrets, and asking for relief— if it be even in 
the silent tomb. Bitter, indeed, has been the 
disappointment that ha^ thus marred my exist- 
ence, and must for aver mar it — (for there is not 
one hope before me, and horrible as it is, there 
is, even amid its misery, a sting that racks my 
inmost soul to more torturing distraction — 
the injustice I have done to thee, faithful de* 
voted soul, by yielding to those fearful threats, 



96 AH'tftn&'Cf BRItAKKT. 

which have so horribly cuned me. But t 
cared not then for any thing— my subdued-"*^ 
alas ! too timid heart was broken, and I minded 
not 'the future. I thought not, indeed, to sM 
any— though even now I have lived enough td 
deplore my fatal weidcness, and, wasted\as4^ 
am^ I feel I shall still continue to deplore it*^> 
as if .my broken heatt would not bumtj bu«« 
though broken, still ^brokenly live on."^' 'f^ 
weep, La Marche— -4;ear8 are my food^ add' 
affliction is my pillow — and, but for on^ 
thought, my tottering reason had almost fidl^ ' 
me.'^-^-Her emotion struggled against lier'Setf^- 
coKH^omnd, and, but for the eager eam^liliiess 
wfii^erewith her lover seemed to wait for '^Ih^t?^ 
unieixpressed hope, ^e would then hate "yiddifei!!^" 
'tocher grief ; but the erroneous impt^selsibcLi^i^ 
evident in his manner, at otce rotis^ liek^ frdiii^^ 
her weakness, and in a soliemn, '<^tc^ast' tM^,^^* 
sheadded — ■■ ■■'■ ^ •■ ••?^ i-.»i ->m! -.-^^tjl •* 

'^ft^In the grave, La M'ardli^, ^^htoffiRftf^ 
botidsbreat an l9nd-^ili he4t^ we ^iMj WHl^al&i^ 
urfted; '?%i9Wlit4afet^)tlO»k^*^^^Snth6M 
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guilt — pure in its indulgence as it is now in 
^ts denial — ^" 

She could no longer sustain herself, and 
throwing herself passionately on the Count^s 
neck, she gave way to the tumult of her 
feelings and sobbed aloud. It was, however, 
but a mom^if s weakness ; the ardent lover was 
indeed for an instant lost in that unlooked-for 
action, and already had s^ thousand impossible 
hopes passed across his imagination ; but when 
the next, she felt his burning kisses on her 
cheek, she at once rememb^ed her situation, 
and springing from him, earnestly entreated— 

^' Oh ! leave me, La Marche, ere yet I fur- 
get myself, and disgrace my name — ^'tis folly 
this— ^tis worse than weakness— let us not play 
with danger, nor sport with destruction— for- 
give my infirmity — judge me not too hardily 
in thy thoughts." 

** Judge thee harshly, my adored Isabella !" 
▼diemently exclaimed her lover, ^* judge thee 
otherwise than as fond devot^ affection should 
judge ! Oh, no — my own true Isabel— dear to 

VOL. III. F 
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me as bliss is thy avowal, blessed as the com- 
fort that snatches me from despair — I am 
loved — oh ! blessed is the thought, even beyond 
the reach of misery.**' 

*' Cease, La Marche,^ earnestly entreated 
Isabella, with hurried quickness, ^^ it is mad- 
ness—it is distraction — and though by my 
weakness I have deserved it, yet persist not in 
these ravings— if you have mercy, leave me— 
even now.**' 

<« Never, Isabella,^' — La Marche uttered the 
words with almost solemn determination—- 
^^ never, but with life, will I again resign 
you — speak not of it. I will with you any 
where — to the deepest, unknown solitude— beg- 
gary and want shall be as delight, if thou but 
blessest the spot where they come — thou shalt 
be to me as the sun of joy — ''^ 

" La Marche," austerely interrupted Isa- 
bella, at the same time rising suddenly from 
her seat and assuming the carriage of insulted 
majesty, " I may not — I will not listen to 
thee — it is ungenerous, worse than cruelty 
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thus to take advantage of my weakness. Hear 
me, La Marche — in spite of my avowal, which 
even still I wish not to retract — in spite of the 
cruel violence, which has torn me from ihee and 
given *hie to another, as that the tie is repuU 
nve to my souI-HStill will I not so far fbi*get 
myself, as to break the oath, which before God 
and man I have taken, nor add to my mise- 
ries that of dishonour. So far at least I am 
free from crime— ^nay a merciful Providence 
still preserve me ! I will yet do my duty to 
hiin, whom force has made my husband, and 
Aoiigh I cannot drive away my disgust, nor 
fbrget ' how dearer a lot might have been my 
pofticai, not even shall his unjustest jealousy 
liave cause for complaint in any conduct of 
mine ; in patience will I submit, and with the 
mild resignation, such as holy saints delight 
in, will I strive to bear that which has been 
allotted tne. Oo forth then. La Marche, nor 
4uestk)n the truth of my declaration— we are, 
we must be strangers : no better happiness can 
be ours than forgetfulness — and oh ! if it be 

F 2 
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possible, let that happiness attend you. Forget 
that Isabella of AngoulSme ever existed— or 
if that be impossible, think of her as one dead 
and buried from you in the silent tomb— for 
ever lost, save when saints unite in bUss.**^ 

^^ Isabdla !^^ again vehemently exclaimed her 
lover, " I will not hear you — I cannot— will 
not part from you !^' 

" Peace, peace,'' solemnly interrupted the 
qfueen, ^^ I would not think worse of you. than 
with perfect esteem. I can pity your distrac- 
tion, for my own heart bitterly sinks under its 
torture ; but I cannot listen to the wild ravings 
of a madman, as, in place of a severer judgment, 
I condemn you. The Count La Marche ha4 
not uBed to be a coward, and surely will not 
BOW shrink from such a trial of his fortHude. 
Qfo — go -^ too long have I listened to you— al- 
ready too much has my weakness exposed me -^ 
by ^ your very love I implore you, take not 
6om me every comfort, derive me not of the 
fond esteem wherewith my heart delights to 
think of you." 
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She turned from him as she spoke, and ere 
La Marche could so far rouse himself from 
his abstraction, as to stay her purpose, essayed 
to terminate the harrowing interview by quit- 
ting the apartment. The count indeed was far 
too deeply impressed with the solemnity and 
]ies6lution of her manner to attempt to check 
her ; and she had now reached the door of the 
inner chamber, when the entrance-door of the 
apartmient was suddenly opened, and a noUe 
Bhd n^anly youth rushed before her. 

He l6oked ei^edy round, for a moment daz«- 
zled with the many lights around him, but 
socm were his eyes fixed on the princess Eleanor, 
who sat in her wonted hapless melancholy and 
neglect at the end of the apartment. A new 
feeling at once seemed to excite her^n an 
infiftant did she spring from her absent guise^^. 
the tumultuous yeaitring of her heart could net 
be restrained, and with one wild transportii^ 
cry sbe rushed towards him, and threw hersett 
into his arms. ; 
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CHAPTER VII. 



^' Win fortune nerer come with both hands foJl, 
But wiite her &ir wotcbi stUl in foulest letters P" 

Henry IV.^ 



Tux strange astonishment arising from the 
princess Eleanor^s so unlooked-for action, for 
;tibe moment arrested the queen^s purpose, and 
her qtiickly following words enchfdned her to 
the spot without the power to move. 

<< Dearest, dearest brother V^ the princess 
fondly exclaimed, striving in vain to repress 
the joyful tears that blinded her anxious desire 
i^ain ^ scan his much-loved features, so l<Hig, 
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SO cruelly separated from her ; ^< and do we 
indeed meet again ; do I indeed again embrace 
you? — for many days of grief, and years. of 
bitterest anguish, am I well repaid— this bliss- 
ful moment has cancelled all.^' 

" My sweetest Eleanor,*" returned the prince, 
fondly meeting her warm greetings with equal 
ardour, ^^ blessed, indeed, is this happy hour 

that now restores you to us, and to liberty. My 
joy, indeed, is too full— -it seems, after all my 
misery, as if this proud moment were too coniu 
plete, too overflowing with conteqt to be real ; 
and, even while I clasp thee thus closely to my 
heart, do I almost shudder lest I should awake 
from the pleasing dream to some horrible reali- 
ty. Oh, dearest Eleanor 1 what have we not, 
what has not our beloved, grieving mother suf- 
fered for thee — how, in thy captivity, and thy 
mind's believed darkness, felt a sharper pang 
than even our bitterest disappointments could 
make us feel.^ 

'^ Speak not of it,'' fearfully entreated the 
|n4BCes% as if she shuddered even at its reeol- 
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lection ; ^^ the endufance was. horror and mi- 
sery — ^it was. almost xaadaeas-^peak not of It 
"^rather tell me when shall we kaye 4fais ibar- 
lid bondage?. Oh, let us fly now, ArtbuftNNi-ihe 
knowledge that escape is now openy makes me 
tremUe with increased dread, lest any chanite 
should again close it against me-^-IeouId^aot 
bearthat^ -^urt'. 

'M)o not alarm yourself, my Eleanor,*^ re- 
plied, the prince, with earnest persaasifm, 
^^- even at the mcHrrow^s earliest dawn wiU ipe 
proceed, and our first care shall be to place yoo, 
and one not. less dear, beyond the reach df ai^y 
foriherdanger.^^^ — He turned . to the smiling/at- 
tendant on the queen y who, even in the extrctase 
interest of the moment, had. ill-brooked his 
delayed notice; she waited not any furth^ 
invitation than the devoted look which had ac- 
companied his w^ords, but at once rushed t^ his 
embrace, and completed that moment'^s JbU 
content. 

But other less grateful thoughts demanded 
his instant notice ; . he gently urged those loved 
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objeets front hkn, and tamiiig to the amnzed 
' isMbella, courteoasly addressed het ; — 
\u ^< It asks not a guide to dedare that I stand 
oti thepreaence of the loyal Isabella ; the gentle 
tqiajesty 4^ her carriage sufficiently declares it 
^Lady^ although our prisoner; every care and 
^eensideration which a princess conld ask, or a 
prince can give, is yours; and your merest 
mil as much our law, as if sceptred power en- 
£aceed it. Necessity, royal madam, demaiids 
fovat prompt and hasty removal, but only in its 
urgent speed shall your oouTenience in any re^ 
<#pect be curtailed. In the princely (^rt of the 
#oy|d Philip, you will find every comfort and 
Sfdendour which a state of captivity can permit, 
and in idea alone shall you know a change in 
the pomp that now- surrounds you. We tnist, 
therefore, lady, you. will not too harshly coti- 
denm the speedy departure which circutn- 
litainces permit not to be delayed.*^ 

" Duke of Britanny,'' mildly returned the 
qiieen,^^ for such I learn, strangely and ^th 
aniaseil^rit^ that tho^ ittrt, we should, "itideed, 

F 3 
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greatly wrong tl^y courtesy, were we not to ac- 
knowledge the kindness of thy mtenticms : as a 
prisoner, we jrield to the necessity of war — as a 
queen, we thank thee for thy kind prorision 
for our state, and shall in all things conform to 
your declared wishes.'' 

She turned from him to the two fair crea- 
tures who stood beside him, and who, with down- 
cast eyes, seemed to shrink from her accusing 
gaze, as if too well they felt that at least one 
of them had, by her deception, called justly 
for her rebuke. 

** As for you, Eleanor of Britanny,"— she 
addressed her in a sterner tone— 1-<< oppressed as 
I am with wonder, to find that the thick cloak 
of mental gloom, wherewith for years thou hast 
so securely shrouded thyself, is but an assumed 
disguise, still, of you I have no complaint to 
offer, for I am in no respect thereby wronged, 
and well can I excuse the cheat for the motive 
that compelled its endurance. But for you, 
Genevieve, — whatever thy name, or whosoever 
thou art, a heavier charge lies at thy door ; I 
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know not, indeed, the cause, or the object of 
thy deception, or I might, perhaps, better ex- 
cuse it ; but, in my ignorance, I condemn thee 
severely, and I believe justly. Thou hast 
sought me in my weakness, hast wormed thy- 
self into my confidence, and gained many of my 
hearths most secret counsels— I fear but to in- 
jure me.'^ 

<< Dearest lady,^ passionately exclaimed the 
warm hearted Marie, impatient under a degree 
of condemnation she had not exp^ted, '^ be^ 
lieve me, most truly do I love you — I could 
not wrong you — ^no, not in thought could I in- 
jure you— wiUingly wiU I give myself to your 
comfort, and my best content shall be to make 
you happy. Condemn me not unmercifully, 
-^against you, sweet spirit, have I not even 
thought of harm, rather, indeed, would I have 
tended to your good, and been to you as com- 
fort—didst thou, indeed, but know the object 
of my feigning, thou wouldest well excuse 



me.*^ 



*^ I hope it is so, Genevieve," returned the 
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queen, in a kinder tone, ^^ I were unwiBiBg too 
horsUy to judge thee, for thou soremindeBt me 
of some former object of my regard, though/ in 
vain sought to be remanbered, that even thy first 
ooDding was as a friend, and I.wouldnotinoir 
oast thee awa J. But to both of you would I 
speak earnestly of one subject— trusting ki the 
fidelity of the one, and careless of the believed 
incapacity of the other, my weakne8»--K;er^ 
taioly under such a trial, as it is not oiVdu 
doomed to -human feelings to endure— has be^ 
trayed sentiments I had not dared before to 
breathe^' — she paused for a moment, ere she 
added— ^^ had almost hoped no longer to hai^i 
existed.. You have too beheld my anguish and 
itfl overpowering effects— -before Grod, and iii 
my own conscience, I am free frcnn even (the 
thought of guilt ; but it is not sowithmaa*^ 
judgment, and I would have it a sacred know^* 
ledge — 1. would exact your solemn promise 
never to divulge, or even allude to that you have^ 
so watnessed, lest fresh wretchedness attend '« 
lot, ahus ! already too wt^ched.'' 
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WilHiigly , g^Adly* T^y^ Iculj, do we jdedge 
oursdvea to jour widi," farventlj declared the 
anxious Marie. 

^^.Byen,^ added the princess Eleanor, ^^as 
the graoidus Isabella trusted her secret to my 
belieyed darkness is it safe-*safe as she could 
ask or wish it." 

'* Tw well^— continued the queen, and tum-^ 
ing with mild majesty to the Count La Marohe, 
whose strong confusion perplexed him to mo- 
tftonless silence, she added, ^* as for you, kind^ 
mistaken man, although from my soul I pity 
you, still does my heart condemn the wild 
impulse that has urged you to my presene^^ 
and exposed me to this humiliating weakness^ 
Begone, La Marche, prove to me your attach^ 
ment by the only proof of it which our cruel 
fiM» permits— an eternal separation— ^nor erei* 
attempt again to intrude upon my sorro'oi^^v 
f€Mrnow> in the. captivity to which this fickle 
fortune has. doomed me, even more indispei^ 
saUe ia.theneedfbr our strictest circuuBpee* 
tion. Go, then, and take with you my ^teem* 
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—my firm, deeply rooted esteem-— more I can- 
not, I must not give-— but that is thine, truly, 
faithfully, so long as thou respectest my grief. 
Force thyself again upon my privacy, and I 
i^all ever hate thee, as one who insults the 
weakness of a feeble woman.^ 

" Isabella r wildly exclaimed the count, 
starting as from a trance, ^^ I have already 
spoken it — thou art mine — sacredly, before God 
and man thou art mine, and never wiU I yield 
thee/' 

<< Duke of Britanny," rejoined Isabella, in 
that same gentle, yet commanding \majesty, 
which so marked her hours of queenly state, 
^^ to thee we appeal from this uncourteous 
knight ; the privilege of a royal captive is at 
least to be free from insult, and safe from all 
ungracious intrusion. We demand, therefore, 
that the Ck>unt La Marche be not suffered to 
wrong us by his injurious attendance; but, 
that even as a queen should be, our captivity 
may be free from molestation, and our name 
unsullied.^ 
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La Marche,^ earnestly demanded the 
junocej at pince acknowledging the tmanswer- 
aUe appeal, ^^ you do us wrong -^ thyself 
wrcmg-rthe royal Isabella wrong — ^yield not 
thus to a weakness that is unworthy of thee, 
nor forget in this (me corroding, useless emo- 
tion»J;be nobler calls upon thy notice. Rouse 
thyself from this feebleness, and let the sold 
.of William de la Marche snatch thee from 
dishonour — thy purpose must not be— even thy 
prince would be compelled to resist it.^ 

At this moment a loud and sudden confusion 
seemed to fill the place, as if some fresh vio- 
lence had, at the instant, broken out, and force 
again encountered force in bloody fray. The 
prince started, as his quick ears guessed the 
cause of the tumult, hurriedly exclaiming, 
*^ Ha ! have the garrison indeed recovered fitom 
their panic, and do they again confront us? 
Haste, La Marche, be it thine to put down 
the pitiful attempt, and both save thyself from 
dishonour, and add even yet to thy renowns- 
speed thee, the tumult thickens !^' He urged 
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hiin aiixioiiBljr from Ae^qpartm^ot^ ^striving by 
die iqppearance at grovdng appi^^Miffl^nP^^to 
rouse him from his stupcM* to active «€ke9ticMl^ 
andMiereby take, away the Htterest pcntiotf^if 
hisisial. ... ;>iuo^« 

'La Marche resisted Bot his intentioB^v dixr 
dared to snatch one glance towards tbalAdevttdv 
offended object^ frcnn whom he felt that hei was 
then bamshed, perhaps for erer* He nish^' 
fn>m the apartment, his heavy, hurried 'stfep 
declaring his mind^s tempest too plainly 46 be^ 
n^construed. '^ ^^ f^^^ 

Scarcely had he quitted her pra^nce, ere 411^ 
queen, as if relieved from a searching t^'SstM 
fuL trial, advanced hastily to Prince Arthur'^ 
and in an anxious and agitated manner, icok 
plbred — ^-' 

<^ Spare that unhappy man, even from tiie 
risk of an anguish which is overpowering' 4c»» 
his every fortitud^-^sufier him not again^ €0 
approach me, as well for his sake as for mind2« 
The noble Britanny knows— 'tiJ^pofe meife isifi^i^ 
tatioftto-disgdbe tbe«arly tie thuat boand-^ns^ 
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and the crud fate that now makes it misery 
e^en^taitfaikik upon it Already, as a captive 
queoi^ have I demanded to be safe from bis 
iBtntskm^BQw, as a yielding, pitying wOMn, 
would I pray you to take him beyond the fatal 
influenoe which my presence has over him, nor 
suffer, him in any way to be a companion of 
oiir projected removal ; after this my avowal^ 
it were^ indeed, but insult to me to permit it"; 
^f In«ult or disrespect,^ replied the prince, at 
the siune time gallantly bowing . his head, ^* of 
any feeling but that of homage towards the 
gracious Isabella, were unnatural as impossiUe. 
Madam, we fight against wrong and robbery, 
not against grace and beauty ; and our truest; 
sorrow accompanies the necessity for yoar so 
hurried departure. Your highness may fully, 
content yourself with the bare expression of 
your wiriaes ; . La Marche shall not again intrude . 
upon your presence, as my honour is your 
pledge.'^-^The prince paused— <his increasing, 
aj^rehension indeed could no Icmger be con- 
cealedy tot not only did the tumult ccntinue) 
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but each moment brought it louder and nearer 
to him. He looked towards the cibjectn of his 
care— anxiety marked deeply the counti^anc4 of 
his beloved Marie, terror that of the trembling 
EHeancNT ; and, as he read in their expresdon^ 
the fearful awe with which they regarded bis 
own alarm, he quickly entreated them to retii^r 
^^ Rage and angry violence are again loosened, 
and there may be scenes it were not well tar 
gentle eyes to look upon ; retire then, one lUid 
all, into the inner chamber, and there confine 
yourselves, until the cause of this new common 
tion is explained-^haste, there is no time for 
parley ,^^ and he hurried them away with an 
evident agitation that but increased the terrors 
of those trembling ones, who so entirely hung 
upon him for hope and happiness. 

But ths^ same moment, ere the queen, who 
was the first to retire, had reached the door, 
there was a violent rush in the gallery, and 
the jester Phoedrus burst into the room, almost 
frantic with affiight ; he seized the princess arm, 
and dragging him towards the door, convul- 
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siTely exclaimed, — ** Ply, prino&— «U is lost — 
escape for your life P 

The prince was paralized-^he looked towards 
the ob^ts of his loye, and it was madness to 
quit them ; he thought how dear to them was 
his life-^-what a desolation jhis death^^t was 
horror to stay; and casting one despairing 
glance, he was darting from the apartment, 
when numbers of foreign soldiers, at onqe, even 
in the dinm^er light of the gallery, recognised 
as the paid Brabangons of the usurper^s anHy, 
rushed upon him and made him prisoner. The 
prince indeed yidded not at once, he struck 
down the foremost varlet who approached him, 
and, in the first bitter violence of his rage, 
sought to irritate the wretches to his destruc- 
tion by the fury of his strugglcts ; but it was 
soon oveiv- Kjuick almost as thought was the 
assault, the resistance, and the securing of the 
captive ; and he stood, held by the iron grasp 
of sinewy men, giddy with confusion, reeling 
with horrible desperation. 

His poor, now doubly-lost sister, at once knew 
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what a desolatkm had visited them— tJte cheer- 
ing hope was gone, the universe of her ptoiolii^ 
was that instant dissolved, and to the bright daWnf, 
on which she was^gazing, had come in a khometdft 
this unnatural and terrible midnight. In hi^r 
soul there was nought but an inky darknei^s bf 
woe ; the stranger smile, which had so biiefly 
marked her saddened features, and which, 

« 

scarcely for the joy of that blissful mbtbeihl^ 
could break through the settled gloom wliich 
long and searching sorrow had gathered o^er 
her beauty, now was gone for ever — not' one 
hope — not one promise remained for heri Wit 
fredi woe, bitterer grief, more harrowing liiiS^ 
was her everlasting portion. She call^ lidt 
out*— she fainted not; and while the inii^^rd 
groan of agony shook her soul, and the tn^^ght 
of woe bowed her down to the dust, there wa$ 
nought in the still motionless attitude, where^ 
with she gazed wildly on the destruction b^re 
her, save her quivering eye of anguish, ' that 
betokened the intensity of her feelings. . 
But a/7 was not so still'^^-aZ/ did not so sink' 
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into that same speechless agony-— >there was 
mdecd one loud, shuddering scream — so loud 
and tenible^.that even the savage breasts that 
were around her, felt it, and for an instant 
ceased their tumult. No sooner bad the yoimg, 
adoring Marie, even a moment before exulting 
ia th^ assurance of peace and bliss, beheld the 
riitUess de3olation that overwhelmed her, and 
s^Yf the husband of her love, the light of her 
c^stence, a captive and defenceless ; than her 
tumultuous terror burst forth in loudest shrieks, 
aifd rushing towards him, she madly sought to 
teiM^ him from his bonds. 

,,But that same moment, the tyrant John 
•RtCTed the apartment, and springing forward, 
to meet her, caught her in his arms, and stayed 
h^X purpose ; she gazed wildly at him, seemed 
sftruck by some too horrible emotion, and 
faintied away. 

,^ Prince Arthur heard that fearful cry—thut^ 
wai distraction enough ; he saw that frantic 
rush— it YfjB^ agony .to witness it ; but when he 
bdj^dj^t^mt |ftyi% fbn?i «i tli^ fHpaM;a(^e 
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detested ruffian, and saw her sweet purity 
clasped by his polluting touch, his fury knew 
no bounds, he struggled madly with his 
guards, nor could their numbers scarcely hold 
him; he ground his teeth for rage, and his 
very soul seemed as if it would have burst for 
agony. But the bitterest sting of that moment 
had passed away, the kind Isabella had in- 
stantly approached, and taken the fainting 
Marie in her arms; and the tempest of the 
husband^s rage dashed less furiously by. 

** Take her, my sweet one,** playfully desired 
the tyrant^ in the mild, gentle accents, that, 
even when ruffian thoughts rioted in his soul, he 
could so readily assume ; *^ the simple wretch 
trembles at the sight of armed men ; remove her, 
my Isabel: we fear indeed these uncourteous 
guests have somewhat perturbed even thine own 
spirits, nor can we too much regret that our so 
especial care for your safe and calm retirement 
should be thus strangely thwarted. For the pre- 
sent, however, retire, we would spare you further 
pain ; no sooner are these bold gallants disposed 
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of than our devoted duty will be again with 
you.*" 

" My lord," humbly returned the pitjring 
queen, whose kind-hearted sympathy, whilst 
it felt deeply for the misery which raged 
around her, thought in some degree to alleviate 
it by propitiating the king^s wrath, ^^ these 
knights have ofiPered us no disrespect, not even 
by the merest look have they ofiPended us ; we 
trust therefore that — " 

^^ IsabeUa,**' abruptly interrupted the king, 
at the same time pointing to the inner chamber, 
^^ you may retire ; we are no child in govern- 
ment, that we need our mistress's guidance; 
your fair charge asks your care." 

The gentle Isabella dared not any farther 
intercession, but giving over the insensible 
Marie to the care of her maidens, whom she 
had previously summoned to her aid, she 
signed her to be removed, herself following 
with the absent Eleanor. 



190 AKTBVB OF BKITAKNT. 



CHAPTER VII. 



*' John hath seized Arthur ; and it cannot be 
That, while warm life plajrs within his veins, 
The misplacM John should entertain one hour, 
One minute, nay one quiet breath of rest. 
A sceptre snatchM with an unruly hand 
Must be as boisterously maintained as gain'd.** 

King John. 

John scarcely waited for the withdrawing 
of the queen'^s p^trty, ere he turned towards his 
prisoner ; the supercilious smile wherewith he 
had watched their departure, at the same time 
passing into a bitter frown, which in its turn 
quickly yielded to the varying emotions that 
marked his countenance, as hate, and fear, and 
wonder, and joy, and almost admiration strange- 



ly mingled in the gaze, with which he rc^gardedi 
his victim, thus suddenly and unexpectedly 
given into his power. 

He advanced closely to the prince, and mi- 
nutely scanned him from head to foot — for a 
brief moment he seemed abashed before the 
proud defiance with which the captive Arthur 
returned his scrutiny ; but that was too inge- 
nuous an emotion for any long continuance in 
such a mind as John^s, and was soon changed 
into a more congenial feeling. He marked the 
princess disdainful smile— ^twas as if a shaft 
was rankling .in his hearths core— -«nd bitter was 
the rancour that Aen flushed his face, as he 
so plainly read how he was detested and con- 
tenined, His eyes fell to the ground~7he 
tt|ip<i^ suddenly from him^ and briefly adr 
dres^g the guards — *,, 

^*.3j;iog your r prisoner beyond the heaq^g* 
of, these babbling wom^,"" instantly 1^ th«; 
wp^^Jntp the. adjoining apartment i . 

Jp ^ W^d tjumultoflus present fe^li^gff 
Prm<9C(* A^rtil^^'.i^ sicareely jui^ o^^<|l• 
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best course for his proceeding in the fatal ca- 
lamity that had overtaken him. He felt indeed 
that his fate was fixed — fixed beyond all hope 
or probability of avoidance, and his lofty soul 
scorned, as a weak debasement, any the least 
submission to the hated tyrant, or even to 
ask life at his hands; he walked therefore 
proudly on, entering the room where John 
had taken his state, almost with insulting bold- 
ness. 

But his first view around him, in spite of 
himself, repressed some little of his daring, 
when he beheld the brave De Lusignan, the 
faithful St. Maur, and the bold La Pole, with 
many others of his friends, in captivity ; and 
the remorseless queen-mother joined with her 
ruffian son and her own uncurbed passions, 
in judgment against him. The savage, exulting 
look, indeed, with which Queen Eleanor an- 
swered his inquiring glance, would have daunt- 
ed a more fearless soul than his, and, even more, 
her quick succeeding action have shrunk a 
stronger courage into trembling feebleness. 
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Scarcely had be been placed in tbe foremost 
of tbe group of prisoners, tban tbe infuriated 
tigress started from ber seat, and rusbing up 
to bim, demanded, in a tone at once convulsed 
witb rage, and trembling witb suppressed emo- 
tion — 

" Ha ! is it so soon come ?" — Sbe gazed 
firmly in his face, and, smiling detestation and 
revenge, crumbled with ber hands, as if in token 
of what her will would have, at tbe same time 
triumphantly adding, ^^ Look to it, young Sir ; 
no one ever insulted Eleanor of England with 
impunity —look to it !^ 

*• Mother,^ impatiently demanded the usur- 
per, *' cease your intemperate railings. Now, by 
God's teeth, am I ever to be thwarted by a 
woman^s tongue ? Cease I say ; curb that rest- 
less fire, or by my troth, thou shalt not stay 
to baulk me more.'*' 

" Ha ! ingrate,'* retorted the fury, her 
tumultuous rage readily passing from one 
object to another, " that from thee ? Thy 
crown indeed ! Who gave thee that crown ? 

Q 2 
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whoie arm and spirit has stnoe maintaiDed 
it r 

'^ Curse OD thy fury r yehemently interrupts 
ed the king, *^ will no time nor circumstaDcr 
stay thy cackling tongue ? another WQcd, b^ 
dame, and thou shalt retire. Peace — I will be 
ob#yed.^ He pointed determinedly to the chair 
dia had quitted, and only waited her tardy 
return to it* ere lie addressed Prince Ajfhwf^, 
^i»a tone and words, whose specious character 
>i|«:|UB^ rather that of courteous regard, than deop- 
l](tfootad hatred. 

^.. ^ ^is somewhat long, methinks, since .w« 
haye met our fair nephew, and it certainly, ,^ 
our tender affection, does seem ungracious tli^t 
,Wje should now first meet- him in arms, in the 
,,yfry , chamber of our queen,, acting towai'ds 
i he^rn a .conqueror^s part. Our kind love, in- 
deed, had hoped — ^^ 

r^ ;^^^ Pshaw r^ disdainfully exdaimed the prince, 
UAable,<eyeQ amid3t the perils that were ready 
to crush him, tp repress his indignation at so 
aj(9kemng jiypocvisy .. . 
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The usurper stopp^ suddenly, gazed idth 
astonishment on the daring youth, nor met, 
with any more grateful feding, the contented 
pleasure with which his mother witnessed his 
discomfiture. 

*^ Speak plain words, thou tjrrant,^ oon- 
tkiued the prince, *^ if thou desirest attention, 
nor waste the royal breath in such pitiful jargon, 
as can but excite even bitterer contempt.'*' 

^ Ha! young Sir," quickly returned the 
king, in a tone far more according with Ms 
real feelings, '< but thou dost it bravely ; pity 
^tis indeed, that so bold a spirit should thus be 
distorted against thy natiiral protectors to S6rve 
our direst enemy.'' 

** I s^rve no enemy,'' haughtily replied (he 
pfiniee ; ** 'tis indeed my natural protectors thAt 
ttre my enemies. I serve but as a true knight 
ittld soldier may serve the cause which he loves; 
such an one I do serve, for its object is dear 
to my souI,^^ven a base usurper's destruction." 

•♦ MTiat ! is thy life so worthless to thee," 
hastily demuded the king,. << that thou dai^t 
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thus to declare thy treasoa m our very pre» 
sence ?" 

^* Treason !^ repeated the prince, in a strong 
caustic tone, ^^ talks the traitor John of trea- 
son?'' 

" Hold, nephew I'* eagerly called out the 
usurper, ere the prince could conclude his 
demand, *^ add not fuel to an already too rag- 
ing fire ; at least, let us first know each other. 
Fate has somewhat sported with oiur lots, and 
changed thy late advantage in our favour ; thou 
art in our power, ancl thy doom' waits but onour 
beck ; thou knowest that tieyer*-ending impri- 
sonment might be thy fate — ^ 

" Or even,*" interrupted the prince, with 
taunting sarcasm, ^^ as my good grandam 
would have it, my quick destruction— murder 
is not so strange with her worthy son, but that 
my blood would soon flow did policy demand 
it.'* 

" Peace, peace, headstrong boy !'' eagerly 
demanded the king, ^^ urge not thy fate upon 
tliee. Wherefore wilt thou thus madly add to 
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thy calamities? we wish not to injure tb< 
would gladly seek thy welfare, and bind thee 
to us by the closest bonds.^ 

** Bind to thee r exclaimed the impetuous 
prince, as if almost doubting his having heard 
aright, *^ canst thou indeed think such an 
expectation?^ 

« Thou art rash, boy,^ bitterly retumad 
John, at the same time averting his face froo) 
the princess searching look, ^< nor guidest thy- 
self by any rules of discretion ; canst thou not 
go along with us as with our enemy? canst 
tliou not unite thyself with us, thy natural 
guardian, and return to us the love we wish 
to give to thee ?^ 

** Prostitute not the words so basely,^ vehe- 
mently exclaimed the prince, motioning yith 
his hand his disgust of the empty mockery, 
^^ nor garble them by so empty a cheat; as 
soon may fire and water unite, or the lamb lie 
'down with the lion, as Jl have any fellowship 
-with such a wretch as thee.'' ! 

" Spurn not my offer, yeung man,'' — the 
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Idng spoke with apparent mnceritj^^^^ it may 
not be repeated; and the way, once diooed, 
may not be again opened.^ 

^' It ^ever was opened,^ obstinately persisted 
the prince; *<<with such a wretch it never could 
beopen.^ 

<< What, boy P demanded the king^ sharply, 
<< is diere no way of propitiating thine anger, 
or satisfying thy vaunted rights ? be advised, 
surely thou mayest point out some way to con- 
tent thee?'' 

<^ Oh ! yes," rejdied the prince, with quick 
. animation, << there is, indeed, one way, though 
only one. Descend from thy ill-gotten throne*-— 
lay thy usurped sceptre at the feet of its right- 
ful owner — yield up his wrongfully detained 
dominions — ^fall down before thy legal sove- 
reign, thy elder brother's son, and implone 
from him the pardon of thy fault — banish 
thyself^ to some anchorite's cell, and, by a life 
of severity and ponance, try to atone for the 
past, and make thy peace with thy offi^ded 
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God. HoiJm^ and we «« no longer foe»«*-. 
then, indeed, I am well content.'' 

The usurper had omitted to . check. :tbe 
ptintiB*B impassioned dedamatioui^ throu^ the 
Tery excess of his .astonishment; even the. sa* 
vage spirit at his side seemed for the instant 
confounded by its eloquentVjusticei thert/was 
a silence of some moments after he had.finHhtd 
spgaking. 

The queen->mother was the first to break jtl^ 
irksome silence, it would seem more ^ dispel 
the evident effect of the appeal^ than. from ^any 
more digested motive; doubtful, indeed, w^fl^. 
the expression of her words, ae well Irom h^r 
troubled manner as their indistinctness. . 



Vi*.l 



i* Methink^your kingly grace is answered>''-|- 
it.was, perhaps, more from the wonted asperity,^^ 
of her manner, than from any present inten*.^ 
tion to offend, that her tone sounded, so taui^tr-.v 
ing.— .<< we rejoice that your bighnesisV, kindr,4 , 
ness is so well acknowledged.^ 

The usurper seemed to writhe more under , 
the fancied irony of her remark than the 

G 3 
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princess bitter castigation; it was, indeed, as 
the probing of a putrifying sore — ^his ready 
rage burst forth wildly ; — 

^* Curse thy sharp tongue, thou snarling 
wolf ! — will no consideration tame thee ?^ He 
rose hastily from his seat, and paced hurriecHy 
to and fro the apartment, as if carried tumtd- 
tuously along on the tempest of his passion. 

It was not until after many moments that 
he stopped suddenly before the captive prince, 
and sarcastically demanded — 

" What ! will nothing less content thee, 
boy ? thou hadst, methinks, best reconsider 
thy words — will no minor concession satisfy thy 
ambition ?'' 

'^ None less will heal my wrongs,'** — the 
prince softened not from his proud bearing — 
" you have my answer."*' 

" And hast thou too considered thy doom ?'*'' 

" I have — secret murder, according to the 
wonted attainment of thy ruthless ends." 

The king almost trembled at this open de- 
claration of his soul's desire. " Rash boy !"' 
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he hurriedly exclaimed, " seek not to bring an 
useless severity on thy fate by so galling 
taunts. Thou knowest 'tis false, as is thy pre- 
tensions to our crown without foundation, that, 
in any case we dispense our severest dis- 
pleasure but by the just laws of our realm ; 
and thy accusation is even worse treason than 
the open rebellion that forfeits thy life to our 
o£Pended justice. So far from harming thee, 
we wish to conciliate thee to our a£Pection — and 
the return wherewith thou answerest our desire 
is this unjust calumny. Your peers are around 
you, young prince^ and can judge between us ; 
before them, I again tender you my favour 
and forgiveness, and again advise you to reflect 
ere you reject it." 

Prince Arthur scarcely waited until the king 
had finished speaking, ere he resolutely replied, 

" I a« before my peers, and in their pre- 
sence do I again refuse all fellowship with thee, 
and scorn the feigned offer of thy favour with 
the disdain it merits. What ! thinkest thou 
of :me as such a dolt, as to be deceived with 
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ao shallow a pretence? Canst* thou, indeed, 
bdiere that this hollow semblance of tdndness 
masks oyer the inward hatred wherewith Ay 
aoiil scowls upon me ? No ; worse than Tencm 
am I to thy thoughts, for well do I know that 
I am between thee and thy safety, and liiat 
diy coward heart asks my death as its best 
good. Cease then this miserable, empty obc^ 
-—tear away the flimsy veil winch not evtn 
softens its repulsiveness, and declare thyself the 
murderer that thou art. I knowthee^ usm'per 
«— thy fell remorseless hate is no new tiling lo 
me— I know too that I am in thy power, as 
also the secret destruction that will soon be 
mine ; still do I despise thee — still soom thy 
tyranny.'' 

^^ Such a spirit,'" bitterly remarked the king, 
btriving to repress his rising passion, and, at 
the same time, hoping by his apparent mode- 
ration to secure for himself a better judgment 
in the minds of those around him, as also to 
divert them from the vengeance which rankled 
in his soul, ^^ should at least not be altogether 



feee; the mere regard for our perscmV -ikfe^ 
would demand some restraint'^-^-^and he looked 
finr some hoped-for echo of his opinioD. 

^^ Smooth-tongued, designing hjrpocrite,*' 
called out the prince, at once detecting his par-* 
pose, and impatient to expose it, ^^ and is it 
thus that thou wouldst circumvent the thoughts 
of honourable men, and blind them to thy real 
intent? Hear me, friends and soldiers, and 
let these, my last words, be graven on the 
tablets of your memory — ^brief^ indeed, will be 
the necessity of* their continuance: if Arthur 
of Britanny be again heard of, but as a nNingled 
and a murdered coi*pse— -if within these few 
succeeding hours, some deep and lonely dun-^ 
geon has not seen the secret work of death, 
that is even now decided in this tjnrant^s heart, 
the word of truth has not gone from me, and 
may I ever be as a lie unto you.'^ 

*^ Knights and gentlemen," violently ex- 
claimed the king, unable any longer to restrain 
his tumultuous rage, ^^ we appeal to you frcm 
this ii^uriotts madman, whom, solely for your 
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satisfaction, and to convince you of the need 
for his strict imprisonment, we have so long 
listened to — ^ He stopped suddenly-— not one, 
even of his hired captains supported him, nor 
gave the wished- for sanction to his views; it 
seemed, as if the bold, fearless daring of the 
youth, the proud majesty which shone even in 
in his bonds, and his princely carriage which 
was even more persuasive than the eloquence 
of his words, had gained all their hearts — as if 
pity for his x^ondition, and admiration of his 
generous bravery were alone in their minds, and 
they shrunk from the dastard tyrant who could 
consign such a spirit to a murderer^s knife. 
John's quick, suspicious eye soon detected this 
doubtful sign, and its conviction flowed as the 
gall of bitterness through his soul ; plainly did 
he feel how miserably deficient he was in all 
those noble qualities, the rich abundance of 
which, in his detested rival, had gained him this 
sudden and unlooked-for homage. His coward 
heart too, whilst it feared for the injury he was 
each moment suffering from a comparison with 
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sucH nobleness, reminded him how needful it 
was for his safety, nay, if not for his very exis- 
tence, to keep together the few followers who 
still adhered to him, and not by any open sign 
of atrocity to disgust their feeble attachment. 
He felt, indeed, sensitively enough, his weak* 
ness, and the many dangers that encompassed 
him affirighted him with trembling apprehen- 
sion ; curbing, therefore, his ireful wrath, he 
mildly added, with almost the submission of a 
suffering saint — 

*' But we will not be overcome, rather shall 
his daring insolence call forth in us a more de- 
termined kindness, and his unjust words chasten 
our justice into pity for his rashness. Our state 
and welfare demand his safe confinement, and 
to thy care, our faithful William de la Bray, 
do we commit him, looking to thee, as well for 
his secure durance, as that every comfort and 
privilege which such a captivity admits of, are 
his." 

He glanced at the prince — ^the sneering con- 
tempt which met his look almost caused his 
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fage again to burst forth, but he starove irio- 
lently to command hunself, and, hardly had 
the brave De la Bray replied in acceptance of, 
his trust — 

^^ My liege, your wishes shall be well and 
fully attended to,^ than in his previous mild 
Ume he continued — 

« We would have hhn, De la Bray, promptly 
removed from this uncertain territory into our 
ancestral Normandy, , where ourself, soon as 
our queen can company us, shall instantly .re- 
turn—we would not indeed now so insult our 
brave Pembroke as to strengthien him ydth 
our aid, we would rather at once drive the 
boasting Philip from his accidental conquests. 
Proceed on then before us ; the other prisoners 
transmit to England, until our further pleasure 
appear, but this injurious boy secure in such 
of our Norman castles, as will both be near to. 
us, and be safe from the mad attempts of his 
partisans. Lead the prisoners forth ; we scorn, 
even in the face of our pity, to hold farther par- 
lance with so foul a tongue as this their chief's.'*^ 



» 
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Prince Arthur again kx>ked towarcb the 
royal hypocrite with contempt and fearless 
defiance ; but John baulked the effect of his 
purpose, by 9 as if carelessly, regarding some in- 
different object. The exulting rancour, indeed, 
that marked the queen-mother*s smile, as his 
eye met her expecting one, assured the prince 
that at least her wishes were sufficiently explicit ; 
and turning from her rickening maUce, as from 
a demon^s rage, he calmly and steadily follow* 
ed the steps of his guards, as they marshalled 
him from the king's presence: 

Meanwhile John sat still, his eye fixed im- 
moveably on the wall before him, as if he 
struggled with some inward tempest, and his 
extremest strength almost failed to repress it. 
He signed hurriedly with his hand to the few 
who remained, to quit the apartment ; and but 
waited until the door was closed upon them, 
than, with a gurgling laugh, that convulsed 
him with its horrible violence, he frantically 
exclaimed to the congenial fury who alone con- 
tinued with him— 



• 
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^^ Accursed minion ! ere the second sun has 
set, thy vile carcase shall be the food of 
dogsT 

** And why not noto ?" contemptuously de- 
manded the queen-mother, " white-hearted 
man ! — why did not thine own hand strike, 
even then, the reviling caitiff, thou vaunting 
coward ?^ 

" Devil!" madly exclaimed the furious 
tyrant, and starting from his seat, he dashed 
wildly from the apartment. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



'< Pand. — Are not you grieved Ami Arthur is his prisoner ? 
J^etffu.— Aj heartily as he is glad he hath him." 

KingJohn* 



Not less impassioned in feeling, though 
gentler in its violence, was the scene that was 
passing in the queen'^s chamber. No sooner had 
Isabella retired with her charge at the king'^s 
bidding, than dismissing her attendants, for 
fear that the insensible Marie should, by any 
incoherent words ere yet returning conscious* 
ness had fully come to her, betray furtfier her 
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secret, she devoted herself to the poor sufferer's 
recovery. 

She had hardly yet placed her on her own 
bed, and was turning to seek some restoratives, 
when the Princess Eleanor, so long the dumb, 
senseless companion of her retirement, as at 
the moment, even after the recent exposure of 
her real state, to be regarded as an useless 
unavailable assistant, met her attention ; she 
was about to desire her aid, and gain her need- 
ful co-operation in her work of mercy, when 
the princess starting from her previous abstrac- 
tion, threw herself on her knees before her, and 
wildly kissing her feet, piteously entreated — 

" Do not betray us, lady— oh ! have mercy 
aa our desdiate condition— »and we will wor- 
ship— we will adore thee !''— she forced back 
the fearful emotion that almost choked her 
utterance-^ — ^^ else strike now thy dagger to out 
hearts, and end our wretchedness.^ 

^^ Be composed, Eleanor," kindly returned 
the queen, at the same time affectionately rais^ 
ing her, ** be content ; thy secret-^both your 
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secrets are safe and sacred — give not way to 
such emotion — ^rather aid me in recovering this 
poor wretch from her insensibility.'" 

** 'Twere better mercy ,^ solemnly replied 4he 
princess, '< to leave her to her present oblivion, 
than wake her to the reality of woe, that is now 
her existence ; for alas ! nought but misery and 
4jeiolatian await her.^^ 

^' Talk not thus despairingly, Eleanor,^ ear- 
nestly entreated the queen, << all may not yet 
be ,so lost ; my own influence may, even yet^ 
avail to serve you, and willingly, as far as I 
may exert it for your brother's safety^ is it 
yours.'' 

^ /^ Ood reward thee, kind angel P' exclaimed 
Gleaner*, with emotion, ^^ and return thy oom^ 
passion with.sweetest peace and comfort to thine 
awn lot For myself, indeed, I care nothing — 
I can endure, if I cannot submit to the renew^ 
Uttemess of my destiny— but the danger that 
hangs so imminently over my poor hrother> 
threatening to crush both him and the fond 
partner of hia affecti<ms, is agony to me, but-^r'^ 
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she looked fearfully at the queen, as she made 
the inquiry, " did he not scorn your inter- 
cession ?" 

<< In his wrath, Eleanor, he did/^ said the 
queen, mournfully ; " when, however, gentler 
feelings come to him, he may relent, and act 
more kindly — trust to my mediation, and be 
composed.'' She looked earnestly on her faint- 
ing charge, as if in vain striving to recover some 
lost recollection, and then hurriedly inquired of 
the princess, " Who is this poor creature, whose 
trembling spirit so long mocks our anxious re- 
storation ? I guess indeed — ^" 

" 'Tis Marie Capet,'' hesitatingly replied 
Eleanor, " my brother's fond and adored wife, 
whose anxiety for her husband's welfare, and 
love for me, has thus destroyed her." 

<* Not destroyed her, Eleanor," said the 
queen, " see, she mends — already had I de- 
cided it was she, strange and improbable as 
seemed the thought — ^but wherefore this dis- 
guise — so near, too, to our person.'* I wish not 
to be harsh-T-though I fear were I to deal with 
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her as she has sought to deal with me, it would 
be a severe judgment that would attend her."' 

" Not half so severe as is your already con- 
demnation,^ quickly returned Eleanor; *•' her 
only object, gracious lady, was her unworthy 
sister'*s deliverance; she had vowed to set me free 
from that horrible thraldom which has so long 
been my existence, and she would not forego 
her purpose. Against you. Madam, not even in 
thought has there been but the kindest love."*^ 

** I hope it is so, Eleanor,*' — the queen 
spoke doubtingly — " I were backward to think 

unkindly — but she recovers — give her more 
air — throw back her tresses — ha i that scar !" 
she eagerly scanned her features in the altered 
expression which the removal of her clustered 
ringlets gave to her appearance; she seemed 
lost in perplexity, as if some imperfect remem- 
brance for the moment mocked her effprts to 
satisfy herself; then in an instant did the truth 
rush upon her, and she quickly demanded—- 
^^ surely, Eleanor, I have seen that scar ? Ha \ 

* 

1% mi^st be so — ^it is the boy A^bert;^ b^pved, 
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r 

in spite of the many asseverations to the con- 

• ■■»','■ . 

trary, to have shared the mysterious fate of my 
poor lost Maud.*" 

^^ The page De Bourgh had indeed such % 
scar,^ said Eleanor, unable to withhold tlu^ 
admission. 

*< Is it indeed so ?^ exclaimed the queen, for 
some moments overwhelmed with astonishment 
— " how could I be so long deceived ? that 
scar — that forehead too, so often noticed when 
his subtle tongue amused my many cheerless 
hours — why did I not at once recognize them ? 
-why, too, when again and again inquiring 
of what loved object my poor Genevieve re- 
minded me, seeking in vain to learn wherefore 
my heart so willingly yielded her my favour, 
did I not detect her ?'' 

** Her liberty, royal lady,'' replied Eleanor^ 
anxiously watching Isabella's countenance as 
she spoke, " nay, her life, depended upon her 
concealment, or perhaps her disguise had been 
less impervious." 

^^ I know not, Eleanor," said the queen, with 
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a harshness of tone that bespoke her displea- 
sure, *< so great an adept in feigning had foil- 
ed our best discernment — miserably, indeed, 
have we been deluded — ^would we could think 
that treachery had no part in so persisted a 
cheat.*" 

** Oh ! say not so, gentle lady,*" impetuously 
returned the princess, ^* condemn not too soon 
— ^ the boy Albert, she was as true in her 
love for you, and gratitude for your kindness, 
as was your favour generous. Necessity alone has 
compelled this second guise. Escaped from the 
oAurderous ruffian whose destruction fell in her 
rtead on the devoted Maud,^ — the queen shud- 
dered at this dreadful explanation of her fa- 
vourite^s fate — ** there was no way for farther 
flight — every avenue was guarded, for already 
had treachery declared that the Princess Marie 
was in the royal city , and, as the Lady Gene* 
^^eve, she came to you for a present asylum, a 
mte conveyance to her native land, and with 

VOL. III. H 



146 ARTHUR OF B&ITANNY. 

the hope pf even yet securing my deliverance, 
to which she had solemnly devoted herself.^' 

The queen's surprise greatly perplexed her, 
she essayed to speak ; but that same instant 
the poor Marie opened her eyes, and looked 
confusedly around, as if ignorant both where 
she was, as of that which had happened to her. 
A deep sigh burst from her oppressed breast, 
she started wildly to indistinct consciousness, 
and striving to throw herself from off the bed, 
imploringly entreated, with a convulsive vio- 
lence — 

" Oh, keep me not from him — do not, do not 
separate us !" she looked piteously in the queen's 
face—** do not be so merciless as that — let me 
with him to his dungeon, and oh ! let me die 
with him." It was almost in vain that the 
queen and her sister strove to hold her on the 
bedj so violent were her struggles—" Ha ! did 
I not see them bind him— did they not lead 
Him to a bloody death — where am I ! on earth? 
or do remorseless fiends torment me? Ar- 



ARTHUR OF HKlTANNY. 147 

thur, dearest husband, help me — do not let 
them use me thus, if thou lovest me — keep the 
foul monster from me — ^his touch curdles my 
very blood — help, help !''-r-and, overcome with 
the violence of her struggles, she sunk back 
exhausted, and yielded to the hysteric sob that 
was choking her. 

Neither the queen nor the princess for a time 
attempted to speak to her ; as well oppresse4 
with their own feelings, as conscious of the 
inutility of any comfort in her present condi- 
tion, they waited patiently the subsiding of 
the tumultuous emotion ere Isabella sought 
to animate her to a better feeling — " Cheer up>- 
poor girl,'** she tenderly entreated ; " if Isabella 
has a claim, or her influence can, in any way, 
avail to thy husband^s safety, it shall be well 
and faithfully exerted.*" 

>^ Bless you, lady !^^ she sobbed out witj^^ 
violence, but yet with decreasing excitementj^ 
" Heaveii will bless you — ^but keep me not from 

H 2 
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" • ' ' ' ' . ' 

him — attempt not to divide us, or the very 
walls shall cry out shame, shame, against 
your 

^* Dearest sister,'' entreated Eleanor, " even 
for our Arthur'^s sake, moderate your gnei^ 
nor betray us by your complaints into further 
mischief ; not only is our secret safe, and the 
royal Isabella our friend, but her best media- 
tion is pledged to U8 : make it not without 
avail by a violence which pains us and con- 
vulses you without a benefit. Look at me, 
Marie — think of my grief — my hopeless cala- 

mity — my hapless fate — have / no trial ? to me 
.' ' ■-' 

is there jiot even a double, a bitterer separa- 
tion ?" 

*' Forgive me, dearest Eleanor,*" implored 
the suffering Marie, moderating still further 

her emotion, '• oh ! forgive my selfish weak- 

• v. 

ness — it is wrong — I know, I feel it is wroxig — 
but, oh I is it not a bitter trial— -a wretched 
woe ?'** her grief again burst past her feeble 
^command — ^^ Talk of resignation^ indeed I an^ 
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^ ■■> , ■ ■ 

my poor husband perhaps, even now, expiring 
under the murderous tyrant^s cruelty." 

" Lady,'' mildly, yet severely, remarked the 
^ueen, <^ not even to your grief can I submit, 

that my lord the king shall be insulted in my 

' •' ' . . ' '■ ■ 

presence. I am willing to forego much of 

deference through pity for your calamity ; I 

have overlooked much — excused the deceit 

practised against me in so many various forms 
■■'.>. • . ' ' 

— even have I concealed, and mean to conceal, 

the knowledge of your real condition; but I 

cannot permit — ^it were, indeed, treason to allow 

any reproach of him whom I have sworn to 

honour and obey.** 

^^ The gracious Isabella,'' seasonably sug- 
gested the more prudent Eleanor, " will not 
condemn too severely the wild ravings of a 
frantic girl ?" 

^* I cannot, however, permit them," firmly 

J- ^ , , ^ 

repued the queen. ^' That I am willing to assist 
you, a^ ^ar as iny induence can avail, I have 
already declared ; be content therewith, and 
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patient under an infliction which admits of no 
instant removal.'^ 

** Merciful lady ! do not cast me from you," — 
the self-convicted Marie took the queen'^sliand, 
and anxiously kissed it, as she spoke— *^^A^ 
would have spared you — would not have 
harmed the merest hair of your head — ^leave 
not him to a severer judgment. Mercy, royal 
Isabella, is the attribute of God himself — and 
should those who bear his image and hold a 
sceptred power forget to be merciful P" 

'** And do I so forget myself?" demanded 
Isabella — •* is there in my whole conduct 
towards you aught but tenderest pity ? what 
tiaore, indeed, could you ask from me than I 
have not already promised ?" 

^' The restoration to my husband,'' — ^the prin-^ 
cess spoke with hurried, yet fearful earnestness 
-^<* that thou hast not promised — oh ! do not 
deny me, Isabella ; thou mayest, perhaps, thy- 
self, have some day to ask mercy from thy 
fellow-creature — high as thou now art, the un-. . 
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certain tide of human affairs may bring upon 
thee the fate of a supplicating captive— oh ! 
think what it would then be to be denied !" 

" Fond wretch, what can I do for thee P"' 
replied Isabella, with earnest sympathy ; ^' thou 
askest of me such a boon as is beyond my abi- 
lity to grant, or even promise.'' 

" Then at least keep me not from him,"" 
quickly entreated Marie ; ^^ let me at once go 
forth from these hated walls, and give me thy 
sanction to reach his dungeon.^ 

^^ Pain me not, Marie, by asking of me that 
1 cannot grant ; neither have I the power to 
procure you any such safe conduct to your 
husband, nor would my duty permit me so 
to league with my lord^s enemies against his 
state. Lady, you must know iniif;hat a doubtful 
character you are even now here, as also, in the 
mere concealment of your presence, of what 
a dereliction of my duty I am guilty, nor 
should you ask from me more than I have 
already so willingly given.*" 



. «« Ali» r nouniftiUy t^ttmiei TkMe, 
'^ doublftd, -inde^^ i» mj pftoeflM^^ iMir yoir, 
Isabella— even against your royal j||iitate hiiv^ I 
sought your court, that I might bd'te-^'Ehg- 
knd what the gentle majesty before file iibw 
n; but that dneam is past, this fearftd nigM 
has strangled every thought and hope of ambi4 
tioD; ' I. plead now but for my lord'ff Me acid 
hid <l^verance ; your grace I feelj indeed^ 
oiiinotbea party to my escape, but^ dhl do 
not prevent mo-<4it least yon will not sti^ niy 
instant flight from hence?'' 

^* No,'' musingly letumed the queen> ais if 
uncertain of the correctness of her dedsion^ 

^^ so that I know not of it. I see not thut I^ 

f 

am called upon to shackle your movements ; 
only run not heedlessly into danger, Mari^-^^ 
to what Avail your flight, while violence ancl 
war are raging throughout • the land ?" . n 

^^ Ten thousand objects-->every thing. Mail: 
dam, may be gained by my exertions. I iiav^^^ 
indeed before met as ruthless a storm as^thts^^ 



«94 i" will 8lir both . heftven and eartb, before 
tbe Dolda Britanny is left to the fangs of mur- 

' ^^Agai])5 Marie ?^ demanded the -queen. ' 
^ f^ I eanaot help it,^ vehemently returned the 
piiii^^ss, ^< the sicl^ening niemcMry of a traiterous 
p^rpose at that instant shot athwart my soul^ 
and alnpst ccurmlsed me^ If I fail^ lady -*even 
i^.jpQy exertions are without any retum> still 
would I go-rmisery and death were better tbm 
qfo^ntipuance heare — perils alnxMul, harmless to 
the risk I run from the ruffian, thy — "^ 
, ^f St^y^ stay, Marie,^ impatiently exclaimed 
Isabella, *^ leit me not hear what changes my 
ffivciur into displeasure.^ 

.^:Miidam, I must speak,^ impetuoudy coi»- 
tumed the princess,, at the moment carried away 
b^ond all forbearance by the indignation Qf> 
her wrong ; ^^ the wretch is ta thee as much a 
tmhbraato his rightful jirinoe^eveti me^ has 

« 

histkitt persecuted-revfiii now are his mxnr« 
d^qus.4esigM at work to ^gratify his desir«8» 

H 3 
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Would I stay indeed, where such a horror 
hangs over me ?^ 

Isabella was confounded with this declaration ; 
distressed as well at her own sad fate, as indig* 
nant at this indecent attack upon the sacredness 
of her atttendants. She knew indeed her hus- 
band's baseness ; his intrigues, though from re^ 
gard to public opinion carefully concealed, were 
no secret to her ; but she had not believed him 
to be so base as this. Indignant at the gross 
insult, her gentle spirit rose within her, and she 
vehemently declared — 

" Thou shalt indeed go, Marie ; and not only 
so, but if in any way I can aid thy flight, it shall 
be done." 

Marie paused for a few moments, ere she sub- 
mitted — ** The jester, Phoedrus, could aid my 
escape, were he permitted.'' 

'^ Ha V^ quickly replied the queen, " there 
another mask holds some lofty spirit. I had 
lost sight of his strange warning to the prince, 
which, at the instant, even amid the perplexity 
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of ithe $cene, seemed so strojogly to corrobonit^ 
the accusations of the lying Laci ; perhaps, but 
for the horrible fate of my poor Maud, he might 
have been listened to ere his quick disgrace 
banished him the court, and further treason 
thereby spared. I have indeed long suspected 
that the jester was not that he seemed — ^let there 
be no further concealment between us — ^who and 
what is he P'' 

<< A firm and faithful friend," calmly replied 
the conscious £leanor, ^^ whose bliss would be 
indeed complete, were the long afflicted £leanor 
to be a partner in the flight Oh, Madam, par- 
don the inquiry— I feel indeed that it is almost 
useless, but the very hopelessneis of my lot 
excites me to ask if the merciful Isabella can- 
not include me in this boon of pity ? I have 
so far been silent, for another^s sake, whose 
love for me had brought her to this dreadful 
peril ; but my yearning soul will no longer be 
silent — can it not be so ? I will never, lady, 
harm either you or yours, never sigh after 
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canuKXt / alflo be otestored to.mjf kindied)t lovtt^ 
aoid r^oiceyin the tenderneM t»f aaidthcrViaiff^ 
tion--ri8it jaotpoMiblet geacious ^quciODJ^ 'Oh 
leave me not to this nuaerafale f ate^dU^' pity 
indeed lives within you--r'' . • . m « 

<< dleaoiHr of Britanny,*^ interrupteii libe^ 
queen, in great agitation, ^^ we eKpectsed £rdmr 
thy known, thy so bitterly tried fortkude^' ^ar^ 
better resignation than this— a kinder con^ 
sid^rat^iion than this mockery of .our fedibgs : 
thou knowest that thy demand is impossiUie, 
that thy safety ia doubly secured by giuurdsi 
and.my sdemn oath; that even now^ but lor 
the sacred p^ge I have given, a cold ^aad' 
cheerless dungeon were thy habitation: h it 
then generous to ask me — ^is it not unkind, when^ 
sQ Bolann obligation and my own peace -demiand 
thy safe custody^ thus to pain me? Already 
have I proved my sympathy and compaeflsicm^ 
for you by my tender regard for you, and my* 
promised influence to secure your brother's 



wd&re ; but'thgre » a necessity which canntit bS 
sucmbuiitsdy that curbs wry ability— 4i istrotif^y 
impOratiTe duty demands thy strict restraint^ 
the vetyi thought of thy escape is impossible.^' 
v^^.Alasi^i mournfully replied the patient 
Eleanor, with a meek resignation, that h^ pre- 
vious <excitemo[it would have declared impos- 
sible, ^ itiis^even so ; pardon me, kind lady, C 
wished not^ I thought not to hurt your good^ 



ness.? 



(( 



ITrom my soul, Eleanor,"^ tenderly reu 
tunuad the queen, << do I pity you ; and, as fisir ^ 
as my kindness can avail, shall it smooth ydui* ' 
ftttaroidurance. As'for the princess Marie, there' 
isino preventing hand upon her; let her got 
forthp — the private gallery will lead her from 
iQfttont notice : unless need require it, 1 wouM 
be «0i party to her flight, though I am re^y 
tQ aid her in it, should it be found necessary;' 
Let; too; .the jester, Phoedrus, flee aloi^ with 
hmri; -our kindest pity will not allow its td'. 



I »•: If 
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harbour treason ; and, after that which we have 
seen, he can no longer continue in our household. 
We ask no withheld confidence, desire no un- 
willing explanations, or perhaps we might say 
more, and our older experience might tender 
our anxious counsel on what, although we 
suspect, we wish not to believe ; but a maiden^s 
fair fame, Eleanor, is as a tender fragile blossom, 
that the merest blast— one single rude touch, 
would sully and mar for ever. Forgive me if I 
wrong you in my thoughts, I would not be 
unkind — I have not one feeling for you but 
that of tenderest affection.'^ 

'^ You do wrong me, Madam,^^ replied the 
princess, with animation ; '< not the breath of 
calumny, nor the base, suspicious eye of malice, 
can accuse me of one smallest indiscretion — but 
be that also so — let me not have one solace in 
my bondage." 

*^ Be not unkind, Eleanor,'^ interrupted Isa- 
bella ; ^* il it not ungrateful to me, who am no 
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part in your bcmdS) but what my pity has 
made me ?'' 

^^ Thou art all kindness, dearest lady/^ im- 
passionedly replied the maiden, ^^ but my dark 
soul cannot discern it through its very desola- 
tion — and yet perhaps it as well it should be 
so — at least, his continuance were but anguish 
to us both, and its propriety questionable.*^^ 
She struggled with her disorder, and then 
raising her beauteous eyes to heaven, with 
calm solemnity added — ^^ God support and 
comfort me, for save in his mercy and thy 
pity, gracious Isabella, I have now not one 
hope— not one consolation. Go then, beloved 
sister, and may happiness go along with you ; 
tell thy faithful guide that here there is no 
longer resting-place ; bid liim, if possible, forget 
me — say to him that it is my wish, my entreaty, 
my command, that he risks not his safety in 
again seeking me— bid him rather attempt the 
diversion of his grief in active honour ; and, 
should my poor image ever intrude upon his 
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fiMiing qicnary, may it be mci frrti^^Mffleit^j. 
sifltoy who lives in pcayors for • hifl . 4oiqfoiQ|li 
ov |k piling angel who watches evca* pv#i:tU»^ 
uneasy oouch. But do not 4hou fgrgist ^bmw 
Miyriief and should our poor Arthur b^orestoied. 
to thee«-which gracious HeaTen permit { ^ speaks 
Qfl me to him-*of my love — of my wretcbediies8. 
— -Afldt amid the joy of returning happiness^ 
sometimes drop a tear for h^ who. loves. aa 
you iove^ but whoiyi a severe fate cuts off firam 
all the diarities of life, denying to her yearning 
heart every fond delight of grateful affectipOv. 
Sa^ out too my early grave, Maxie-Hit wiU 
not be far-— it will not be a distant one-r^coine 
there, and weep over my blighted youth — utte|^: 
forth, a prayer for my eternal bliss^-rand thjeq,' 
well and peacefully shall I lie.^ She forced, 
down her anguish ere she added — ^^ To my poor 
mother, the thrice bereaved Constantia^-^ she, 
paused for many moments, struggled with beip 
distraction, th^ hurriedly addii^'— ^^ I cannot, 
cannot speak it^^^ — rushed to her sista^'s arms, 



airi' iMiryiiig her hce ia ber bosdiii, Wejpt 
atetid« * Long mingled were their bitta^ scoreh- 
nig UarSy that but flowed the fiwter for their 
ooHtiniialite; Ahis ! thejr both felt that it was 
an ^^erlasdng aeparation^ and it was diatraction 
to ^aj farewell — when despair permitted thent 
not the soothing hope of re-union — when their 
hearts told them that that parting wish was but 
an empty mockery. 

The queen felt their grief as it had been 
her own; less disordered, however, by her' 
sympathy, she saw that perhaps the only chance 
of iemy escape might be lost, through the delay 
which this enduring sorrow occasioned ; she ap* 
prdached therefore to them, and quietly taking 
Mtt^e^s arm, sought to part them. Eleanor 
at dnce understood the kindly-meant sugges- 
tion ; she loosed herself from her sister^s grasp, > 
and, averting her head, sunk on her knees; acid- 
sought for a moment to forget all consciousness--^ 
to lose all memory, save what carried her from 
a wretched earth to the hope of heaven. 
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Not a word reached her, not one seemed ut- 
tered — a bursting groan indeed— one hesitating 
pause— it was but for a moment, and then a rush 
— and all was still. And when she again looked 
up, there was no one with her, but the weeping 
Isabella, gazing tenderly upon her, as it had 
been a pitying angel. 
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CHAPTER X. 



** If you can report 
Against mine honour aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Against your sacred duty, in God's name 
Turn me away.*' 

King Henry VI I L 



Not many minutes afterwards, the quick 
hurried step of John paced through the adjoin- 
ing apartment, and scarcely had the queen time 
to dry up her tears, than he had entered her 
chamber. His disorder was sufficiently evi- 
dent, in spite of his best attempts to conceal it, 
and even the playful tone with which he essayed 
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to address her, was so miserably belied by 
the hollow, trembling hesitation ttiat ever and 
anon checked his utterance, that Isabella reacl 
too well the ill-repressed passion that was riot* 

* -Sri • 

ing within him ; and she shuddered as if a 

withering vampire had touched her, when, tak- 

ing her hand, he banteringly observed — 

" Our fair mistress had need look grave, that 

discourteous violence should have thus broken 

upon her so anxiously provided safety, and 

frightened our pretty dove : ha ! I could die 

■ •" ' ' ' * 
with laughter, to think how the pretty boy 

would play the conqueror''s part, and lord it 

over thee,*" — his rage suddenly burst forth, — 

'^ hell and perdition seize upon him !" 

■ > - > 

'** My lord,'' hesitatingly replied Isabella, 

' < i 

hoping, in some degree, to remove his anger by 
her assurance, " the Duke of Britanny offered 
us no cause of fear ; respect and gentlest bear-, 
ing attended his conference with us, and ex- 
tremest consideration his purposed disposal of 
our person." 
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" Damnation !^ violently exclaimed the king» 
the full fury of his passion breaking fortb^ 
^1 what ! has the wizard gained thj^ heart too r 
He scowled with a penetrating, suspicious look 
on the terrified queen, as he bitterly demanded, 
" What, does thy roving eye delight itself in his 
woman beauty, and thine uncurbed fancy de- 
sire with him unholy wishes ? Mayhap, sweet 
queen, thy durance were more pleasurable than 
our deliverance ; and these tears, that so readily 
flow when convenience calls for theh), are, that 
thy husband^s hand has snatched thee from the 
tender, more contenting care of the pretty 
Britanny ?^ 

" My lord,*" entreated the queen, with indig- 
nant earnestness, that for the moment excit^ 
her gentle spirit beyond herself, " for God*s 
sake spare this murderous calumny, nor wrong 

* . . ' ' 

me with so cruel, so foul a suspicion — at least, 
I Have not deserved that.'*'^ 

" Gently, mistress, gently,'' called out the 
tyrant, as if almost astonished at her violence, 
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and doubtful that be bad given occasion for it, 
^^ we knew not tbat in tbe meek Isabella tbere 
was augbt so ignitible; we cry you mercy, 
lady, we tbougbt not, indeed, to toucb so thrill^ 
ing a cbord — " Tbe queen''s unrepressed tears 
wbicb quickly flowed, as ber passing* anger 
left ber, cbecked bis cutting irony ; be paced 
bastily about tbe cbamber, as if bis rage scorn- 
ed all restraint, and must be wreaked on some 
object, or it would cboke bim witb its vio- 
lence. 

He encountered tbe desolate Eleanor, wbo, 
as well to conceal ber agitation, as to avoid bis 
notice, bad retired to tbe fartber end of tbe 
room, and there, as the image of despair and 
melancholy, sat lost and motionless ; be gazed 
for a moment on ber wan, dejected looks, and 
then stamping furiously on the ground, exclaim- 
ed, " What ! is the cursed house of Britanny 
to confront me every where ? Is not even my 
queen's chamber to be free from its hated intru- 
sion P^^ He forced back bis rage, and advancing 
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rapidly to Isabella, added, in a suppressed 
tone, ^^ Send that unmeaning thing away, her 
sight annoys me;^ and then turning rapidly 
from her, continued to pace to and fro in silent, 
uninterrupted reverie. 

Poor Eleanor ! wretched as were the thoughts 
to which, at the tyranf s command, she retired 
— torturing as was the solitude of her sleep- 
less couch — for not one earthly hope, not one 
earthly comfort there attended her — ^yet it was 
as peace to the scene of tempest rage that here 
frowned upon her, and the sickening horror that 
each glance of that ruthless tyrant struck to her 
soul. The bitterest pang, indeed, was past — 
all she loved or cared for were gone — they had 
been parted with — the quick, piercing agony of 
separation, and of such a separation had been 
endured — it was only despair, and the still, 
cold, cheerless desolation wherewith a breaking 
heart yields up every human tie, and sighs for 
death as its only comfort — that was all she had 
now to bear — all, indeed, save one pang, that 
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in the usurper^s phrenzied rage, there was the 
sure death-warrant of her loved brother^s life — 
the misery and wail of those dear objects, to 
whom he was as breath, and life, and happi- 
ness. 

Calmly did she follow the attendants, whom 

Isabella had called to wait upon her — her 
mind^s desolation, indeed, was too extreme to 
cry out in any outward grief; but it ]weyed 
inwardly on her existaice, eating away heat 
vital strength, as a corroding canker, and as a 
fevered drought sapping her youthful beauty 
to wan and withered pallidness. She yielded 
meekly to her lot, for she had not lived so long 
and so wretchedly to herself , without learning 
that there was a comfort beyond this life — a 
hope even in the grave— a rest that man never 
gave, and which all the arts, the deceits, the 
cruelty of man never could take away. To that 
hope she now resigned herself-— meekly — wholly, 
not, as too often, the despairing ones of this 
world rush to God, whom they have not before 
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known, as to a charm, an unintelligible power 
that will snatch them from evils, which neither 
their own hand can ayoid^ nor of which human 
possibilities permit the hope of a removal-— it 
was not so that she sought Ood, but it was as 
a friend, a known, oft^xperienced comforter, 
that, shutting her eyes to all human hopes, and 
her soul, as far as human nature permitted, to 
all human desires, she placed <m Heaven her 
trust, and bowing meekly under the hand that 
afflicted her, depended upon the Almighty word 
that whom he loveth he chasteneth, and so 
found peace and consolation. 

The time which elapsed through Eleanor^s 
removal from the queen^s chamber, seemed to 
have produced a somewhat better feeling in 
John's mind, though it was still with no very 
composed manner, and in the same hollow 
tone, that he spoke to her in excuse for his 
previous violence : 

" Pardbn me, my Isabel, my hasty warmth ; 
raiy doubt of you, or of your truth, I felt not 

VOL. III. I 
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-—I could not feel-*it were indeed sacrilege 
to think it ; but I am distracted, Isabel^ widi 
nige> mad with proTOcatioA, and this feeble 
Britanny mocks me whidierer waj I turn-^ 
that devil-mother too of mine goads me on 
almost to phrenzy, and many and various 
troubles perplex me — think not then, sweet one, 
more of my peevishness, but let it pass" — H^ 
paused for a moment, ere he added in a playful 
tone, ** How is thy fair charge, my Isabel — 
methought still to have found her with thee ? 
i trust the simple girl is better ? — Ah ! Isabel, 
did you know my faithful heart, and feel how 
sacredly it is your's — but let it pass — didst 
thou say the maiden had recovered ?" 

"She has, iny lord," said Isabella, repressing 
her agitation. 

^'Simple girl,*' cardLessly continued the arch 
dissembler, " to be scared at the sight of 
armed knights !" — a bitter smile changed for a 
moment his previous^ijapparent indifference — 
" surely this Britanny has not an interest- in 
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iier heart too T' — He repressed the qukk annoy- 
ance, as, with his former seeming carelessness, 
he added, *^ Would my Isabel wish the fair 
maiden to be selieased for a time from hfx 
Mtendance on her person ? mayhap tjie igqi^ 
Ibement may affeot her strength — ^w^ coi44 
readily provide 9, ^uitatde lod^nent for the 
damsel.''^ 

*^ No doubt, my lord,^ — IsfibeUa's indignii- 
^tion had almost declared itsejlf in open re- 
proaches ,of his vileness, but her feeble cou- 
rage failed h^, her natyral timidity held back 
^he accusation, which a wife'^s (tended spidt 
had almost forced £rom her indignant soul; 
and she simply added, though in a caustic 
tone, wMch less conscious guilt jwould have 
detected^ ^^Methinks your grace has no ccon- 
maa inters in what concerns the Lady 
'Oenevieve ; perhaps, my Iprd, you would your- 
.self inquire aftQr her in her chamber?^' 

John looked sternly at her as she spoke ; ^he 
bit his lips in seeming confusion at so unlooked- 

i2 



172 ABTHUE OF BRITAHNT. 

for a sallj ; and then as one self-oonvicted of 
hin guilt, be skulked away in sullen silence. 

But that very night» there was a CQmmQtion 
\n the royal household; a daring attempt -bad 
been made to carry off a young female, y^}^ 
had taken possession of the bed usually occi^ 
pied by the Lady Oenevieve, and but for- tb^ 
timely arrival of the king, who had been kept 
occupied by state affairs, and by chance had 
been disturbed by the noise, the attempt would 
haye been completed; as it was, the damsd was 
only alarmed by the fright, though the kipg?8 
consequent rage knew no bounds, and be 
seemed mad with some secret disappointment. 

The same disturbance, too, first betrayed the 
flight of the Lady Genevieve ; and although 
so indifferent a circumstance, especially amid 
the important events that the night had wit- 
nessed, seemed beneath the royal notice, a 
strict search was instantly set on^foot, and 
messengers despatched in all directions, if pos- 
sible, to discover and bring back the fugitive 
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The poor queen heard of the attempt and 
of its prevention, but she learnt not the eager 
quest after the missing lady, — that was carefully 
kept from her knowledge; had she however 
known, it and even more, she could not have 
more plainly seen through the whole plot, nor 
more surely known its base instigator. 

Meanwhile the morning came, and De 1^ 
Bray was ready with his troop, at earliest 
break of day, to proceed on his appointed 
escort of the captive Arthur into Normandy. 
Numerous and bold was the force destined for 
this important service, efficient, even as the 
extreme value which the king placed on the 
sure custody of the prisoner, could direct it. 

De la Bray urged quickly forward his anx* 
ious march, carefully avoiding, by his con- 
tinued spies, the risk of any collision with the 
many foes that hung upon his path, and select- 
ing such routes, as laid him the least open to 
observation ; as if wishful rather to secure 
his purpose by the prudence and celerity of 
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hh moveraents, than attain it by any active 
force. 

Hie detaehmekit i^eached their mid-day'^s 
reflting-place, withotit any one incident worthy 
of note ; but upon their preparing for theit 
continued marc^^ it was discovered th«t one of 
the soldiers* horses was nrissingy and could no 
where be found. 

l>e la Bray'^s jealous apprehension instantly 
led him first to ascertain that his prisoner wai 
seture^ as notwithstanding his strict precau-^ 
tidns, his first fear was that some treachery 
had delivered him from his poWer; not only, 
however, was the prince safe, but there ap<>. 
peared no sign to create any alarm or warrant 
the opiitidn of any ititention to escape. De la 
Bray's solicitude, however, prompted redoubled 
precautions to frustrate any such attempt, 
should one be made ; whilst he proceeded to 
obtain what information he could, on so bold 
and daring a theft; 

His inquiries were soon^ though very un- 
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satisfactorily, answered: ahelp^ in the stables, 
who bad before been remarked for his minute 
and persevering inquiries aa to their route and 
the object of their escort, had led out the 
hpr8e> as he said, upon being chalkBged, to 
take it, by the own^^s order, to the smith's ; 
he had bean seen by some of the villagers 
riding it into the fields, but no one suspectiog 
wrong, no further notice had been taken, and 
to where, or for what object he had fled, was 
beyond all but merest conjecture. 

De la Bray saw plainly in the act, both 
glaring treachery and some certain attempt at 
rescue; and as bia best chance of defeating 
such a purpose^ pushed still more quickly 
forwards, nor paused^ save when night and 
their horses^ exhaustion demanded rest. The 
prince neither offered renuHistrance to this 
hurried speed, no, seemed by his manner to 
care to delay their progress ; but De la Bray 
was too old a soldier, and too well versed in 
the ways of the world, to be decdved by 
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appearances, and relaxed not from his vigi- 
lance, nor ceased to look carefully and anxious- 
ly out for the expected rescue. 

They had not quitted the place many^hour^ 
where this suspicious occurrence had so per- 
plexed their commander, when an old. merchant 
and his son passed through the village, mount- 
ed on two of the swift asses for which that 
neighbourhood was then so famous, and lead- 
ing a sumpter-mule, apparently heavily laden 
with merchandize; they stayed but to rest 
their beasts, nor seemed to enter with any 
interest into the busy talk, which the unusual 
bustle of the day had occasioned. They ap- 
peared, indeed, rather to decline all inter- 
course with the villagers, nor interfered with 
the talk in the hostelrie, save once, and then 
but for some idle question as to the strange 
theft, which seemed so much to perplex their 
simple notions. 

No sooner were their beasts somewhat re- 
cruited by their brief sojourn, than the travel- 
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lers again passed on, hastening their eager 
steps in the same route that the troops had 
previously taken, and giving rise, by the appa. 
rent reserve of theu* manner, to a fresh and 
ahnost as wordy surmise in the minds of the 
wondering villagers. 



1 3 
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CHAPTER XI. 



<< Confusion, terror's child, 
Conflict fierce and ruin wild, 
Agony that pants fiir breath, 
Despair and — death.** 

Gray. 



The Castle of Falaise, situated in the town 
of that name, famous as being the birth-place 
of the Conqueror, was the place selected by 
John as the prison of the captive prince, as 
well from its strength, as its vicinity to Rouen, 
the Norman residence of the court, and its 

« 

Jbelieved security from Philip'*s active enter- 
prise. 
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Fenced round, however, as was his victim 
by so much apparent security, the secret policy 
of the tyrant had added anothar precaution, 
and by causing him to be ocmveyed there by 
stealthy mews, again and again changing hi. 
route, as soon as the security of the Norman 
territory had terminated the fear of rescue, 
Prince Arthur was at length safely lodged in 
the prison, without his name or quality being 
known, save to De la Bray, the zealous exe- 
cutor of his master'^s will, and the m^cenary 
guards whom he commanded. 

When Arthur entered the walls of Falaise, 
he seemed to part from life and hope,-— to 
embrace despair and death ; for the first time, 
he seemed roused from the morbid abstraction 
* into which he had sunk upon quitting the 
usurper^s presence : he started from the dismal 
dungeon, in which he was about to be im- 
mured, as if he still clung to freedom and the 
sun's cheering beams — for a moment drew back, 
as if his impetuous soul still struggled for 
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liberty, and the horrible fate that awaited bis 
young ejdstexice was too horrible. 

It was, however, but for a moment that he 

hesitated ; he turned round for one last linger^ 
ing look of the fair earth, which, mingled as it 
had been to him, with joy and misery, now 
seemed to smile nought but gladness to^ kar 
possessors— -as if its veriest cabin were as a 
kingly palace to the dark, dismal gloom of his 
prison waUs, and its most despised gift 2» 
wealth and bliss to the tortured, quick destruc- 
tion that thirsted for him. He rushed through 
the gates— and then Arthur of Britanny felt, that 
to the world he no longer existed, but in name ; 

« 

and that his proud hopes, his high ambition, 
were but as dross — a mere word, that meant any 
thing — ^nothing; and his life, but as a feeble 
thread, that a breath might any moment break 
asunder. 

The mere motion of his journey, the objects, 
though he was unconscious of seeing them, 
continually changing before his eyes, the quick 
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passage through the air, and the bodily exer- 
tion of riding, had, during his journey, in 
some degree distracted the intensity of his 
despair ; but when he found himsdf alone in 
the dismal solitude of a prison, cut. off frpm 
hope and comfort, separated from every friend, 
debarred even of the pitying tear of sympathy 
and affection, with nought but pain, and grief, 
and anguish, and death staring him in the fape, 
-^then indeed he felt the full desolation of his 
wretdied lot. 

Merely to die — to put off a life, which, save 
in its few sweet charities, and its small bond of 
affection, had been nought but disappointment 
and sorrow — to escape from its griefs to thje 
peace, or, at least, the rest of the grave — even 
were there no better hope beyond it, was 
nothing — had it come in the heat of battle, 
when glory animated him, and well- earned vic- 
tory crowned his valour, it would almost have 
been a welcome friend, at least in no wise could 
he have slurunk from his doom ; but the cold, 
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secret steel of murder— to {aH by a ruflSan^s 
hand-^-Us body to be savagely maagledj and 
cast ignobly away as so mudi carrion — the very 
thought was torture. But there was in his 
anpiifth an even more harrowing sting than 
that. Had he been, in his thoughts, die isolated 
being, which, as r^arded his species, he now 
believed himself to be, whatever his misery, 
the small limit of his dungeon would have con- 
tained it ; but Arthur, though small indeed 
the number of his attachments, was adored by 
that few, and their affection was to him as an 
universe of blessing. Oh I what a pang was 
that ! The pomp of greatness, indeed, the 
splendour of a throne, and the glittering 
brightness of the crown for which he had 
fought, were, to a young, aspiring mind like 
his, no trivial loss ; but he thought not of 
them, save as a curse — he thought not of them, 
but as the preventing cause of good, the 
weighted messenger of his misery ; and while 
hi^ abjured them as a false, deluding cheat, he 
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only wondered that so meretricioue bouUei 
should have lured hitn front a better and more 
certafai hajifiiness to so deqp, so utter destnic* 
tion. 

He ga^ed on the dull, dismal walls around 
him, now all that was his of the worlds-sleep, 
indeed, seemed that destaructioo^^he thought 
of his mother, beloTed as so dear a parent 
oould not fail to be by so ardent a son, now 
left to bewail the last stay of her existence-H>f 
his sister, the foftd attached companion and 
friend of his childhood, now deserted to a 
galling and hopeless bondage^ h^r only pre* 
scrvation a horriUe disiemblii^ : each thought 
wm an agony to him, and an agony of which 
there wJis neither suspension nor jrelief . But 
there was stiU another pang^^na worse agony 
than all : he thought of his wife, the yoimg, 
devoted Marie^ now torn from him for evi^N^ 
he thought of h^ as the miserable, pining, 
todt^n-^heatt^ widow-^h! where was she? 
what, h^ anguish ? what, h^ frantic w^oe ? Did 
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he, indeed, hear her distracted cries ? He 
started wildly up, clenched his trembling hand, 
and dashed it to his brow in fevered madness, 
as the horrible imagination haunted him, and 
he beheld her beauteous loveliness the victim 
of incestuous violence, and heard her call out 
for mercy, madly demand her husband's pror 
tection, and implore deliverance at his hands-r- 
whom a merciless dungeon had torn from her, 
for ever. 

Excitement, however, such as of that mo* 
ment, could not last ; human suffering, indeed, 
could not have long endured a tortur^^ jso 
horribly exciting ; but although that phan- 
tomed agony passed away, still did hi& real 
wretchedness continue, and appal his soul 
with its many miseries. He sought for some 
brighter, some more cheering thoughts, to 
distract that denser gloom. Alas ! it was in 
vain that he looked for the sutfs reviving 
rays, on whom an eternal darkness hung 
thick and impervious — there was not one, even 
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delusive hope— not one, even impossible pro- 
mise—he threw himself on his restless couch, 
afid, yidding himself to his fate, lay lost in a 
thousand images of woe. 

'He knew not how long he had been thus in- 
consdous to all save his mind^s own creations, 
n6r whether the visions of sleep had not indeed 
succeeded to the waking dreams on which he 
had' so long dwelt, that their distinctness no 
longer remained, when he was suddenly 
aroused from his abstraction by a firm, mus- 
cular grasp on his arm. 

F(»*getful at the moment of his real condi- 
tion, be was, on the first impulse, starting up 
to repel the believed violence, when at once the 
sense of his unarmed captivity rushed to his 
mind ; and he fell back powerless and inert, 
n(»r struggled against the murderer's blow, 
which already seemed to pierce his bleeding 
heart. 

But a sudden change passed, as a lightning^s 
flash, through his mind, and changed its mid- 
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night darkness to a wild, bewiktermg light 
IcHid and gentle accewts met his astonidbed ear, 
as, in a cautious whisper, he heard himself 
addressed by name, and exhortedito be com- 
forted. He looked eagerly round, and with a 
¥rild, impassioned cry, qcnrung into the faithful 
arms that were ready to receive him«-^hat one 
glanee, brief as it was, and indistinctly as from 
the feeble glimmering of bia taper it reached 
him, had already shewn that the true, kind* 
hearted I>e Bourgb, the firm, devoted friend of 
his family — his more than father, hung over 
him. 

That first surprise was almost joy-— it was, 
indeed, beyond the thought br feeling of his 
misery, nor for a space did he know any thing, 
but that an attached and faithful heart beat 
against his own ; tears, whieh his anguish, 
bitter as it was, had failed to force from him, 
for a moment dimmed his eyes, and he was 
speechless from the excess of that unlooked-for 
comfort. 
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<^ My dear prince^^* repeated the kind man,, 
with an emotion searcdy less exdted than that 
of faift hearer^ >< be comforted ; at least let not 
thisaljjdct despair cast yoa so imserd[>ly down 
-•^-wretched as is your lot, let not the high 
soul of Britanny forsake him.'^ 

The prince gazed at him for an instant in 
seeming perplexity > as. if he would have found 
ho{^ in his words, but could not, ^e he re« 
plied-^ 

^^.Alas ! Hubert, thou speakest to me words 
thai I no longer feel nor uAderstfltnd.. I am 
cbsmged, good Hubert, wofully changed since 
last we met-^^tis no longer the aspiring, ardent 
Britamjiy to whom thou fspeakestf and who felt 
with thee the proudest hope» to which a mortal 
may aspire — 'tis now the humbled, and the 
hopekss tenant of a dungeon, the outcast of 
the world, the speedy victim of a tyrant'^s 
oifuelty.^ He suddenly hesitated, trembling 
between hope and desolation, and almost shud* 
dering to ask, yet unable to refrain from in^ 
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quiring* whether De Bourgh's so strange and 
mysterious visit had not indeed in it the pro- 
mise which his quick feelings had so instantly 
suggested, and whose bare possibility then 
rioted within him almost to painful excess: 
" Speak tome of hope, Hubert, then indeed I 
^ould understand you— tell me to look up to 
deliverance from the horrible fate that is ready 
to crush me — I could feel thai, Hubert — 'that 
indeed would rouse me from my despair, and 
bring back the soul of Britanny to himself^ — 
He seemed afraid to pause, as if he shrunk 
from the possibility of De Bourgh''s answer- 
ing him, and thereby destroying the infant 
hope to which his presence had at first given 
birth — for the kind veteran''s silence, and his 
too evident trouble, had, to the princess mind, 
already spoken the conviction of his misery ; 
and it was but as the struggling effort of a 
despairing man, snatching at the merest cob- 
web for support, that he impetuously de- 
manded, " Tell me, Hubert, do you not bring 
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me deliverance ? Oh ! speak to ine^— in mercy 
saji have you indeed no hope for me ?^ 

De Bourgh could not speak — ^he trembled 
violently^ and pressing the prince more closely 
in his embrace, turned his face from his eager 
ga^y and pointed silently to heaven. 

Arthur understood that expressive actioiv- * 
he watched it for many moments in mute and 
overpowering anguish — it had dashed away the 
hat feeble stay of his expiring hope, and cast 
him back even deeper into the abyss of misery, 
from whence De Bourgh^s unexpected appear- 
ance had for a brief moment raised him. Se- 
pulchral and hollow was his voice, as trem- 
Wng with agitation and convulsed with grief, 
he at length exclaimed— 

" Then is Arthur of Britanny lost indeed— 
to this world as nothing, and a quick destruc- 
tion already upon him — 'but, oh ! say, Hubert,^' 
he added with earnest anxiety, ^^ wherefore 
hast thou thus secretly come to me ?'^ 

^^ Wherefore, poor prince ?" returned t)m 
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▼eteran, nimble to repress his affliction i 
<< well indeed mayest tbou ask^-it was &r pon- 
aolfftion that I sought thee, though, alaa ! it 
has proved but for increased wretchedness.*^ 

" And 'how gakiest thou my prison f^-— Ar- 
thur spoke with hurried agitation-**^^ I thought 
that none but a ruffian^s foot o^ild find ad- 
mittance into this jealous dungeon.*". 

<< I am the governor of this place, my 
prince,^-— De Bourgh spoke with bitterness, 
quickly adding, in a tone of keenest irony — 
^ the captain of thy guards — ^thy almost 
gaoler ,^-^his indignant spirit seemed to riot 
within hiiU) and ere his astonished listener 
could express the wonder which his wcnrds had 
occasioned, he hurriedly declared*^^^^ an au- 
thority without power, a mere mockery of 
command, an insult to a soldier^s feelings-^ 
for with the name I have not the merest 
shadow of rule ; I cannot even mitigate, much 
less deliver thee from thy captivity. I may not 
hold with thee the merest intercourse, am com- 
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pelled by stealth a&d artifioe even now to 
visit thee; and, were itknowM, a dungeon^s 
gloom wene the insitant penalty. Bent to 
Falaise, as a kind of honourable banishment 
from the usurper^s oourt, for ^uqpected, though 
not yet discovered attachwient to my rightful 
li^e, it were but little likely that his restless 
suspicion ^ould trust your safe custody 1» 
one, whom,, at best, be views bat with a 
doubtful e3re ; and De la Bray supersedes me, 
during your continuance here, in all real autiio- 
rity. The shew indeed I still retain, for that 
it is convenient tollie tyrant^s plans ; but it is 
an empty shew, that each moment harrows my 
very sotd with bittemess and regret that I 
can no longer benefit you.^ 

<^ It is indeed a trying lot, good Hubert, 
to so faithful a heart ; as crud perhaps, as is 
your princess doom horrible^ — ^Arthur gazed 
on De Bourgh with fearful curiosity, as he 
quickly added-^^^ And when will the murder- 
ers be here, Hubert P"*' 
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The kind man almost shuddered at Arthur'^s 
so convulsing excitement ; and it was with an 
assurance warm as he wished it to be convinc- 
ing, that he at once replied—- 

^^ Do not, my prince, add needlessly to your 
af&ictions, nor create unreal apprehensions to 
affiright you. No ! dishonour can never Ap- 
proach the illustrious Britanny , where William 
de la Bray guards over him ; his. name indeed 
is too well known, his very character your 
pledge, that no such revolting fate as that can 
come upon you."* He paused for a moment, 
and then added, in a hesitating voice— "Would 
I could give you a further assurance, but — ^^ 

" I understand you," — the prince hurriedly 
interrupted him, and he struggled for many 
moments with his wild emotion, ere he could 
restrain its violence ; it was as if the whole 
energies of his mind and body were concen- 
trated in that one convulsing effort, as if even 
in his so utter desolation, he would not yield 
to its acutest misery ; and it was with a firm 
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though sepulchral Yoice, that, taking De 
Bourgh^s hand, he addressed him — 

" Qood Hubert, thy poor prince may never 
again have it in his power to thank thee for thy 
truth and active zeal to him and his ^let 
him then thank thee now, and declare with 
the mouth of a dying man, that thou hast in*, 
deed well fulfilled thy trust, and hast dis- 
charged thine oath, even beyond expectation.**^ 

The veteran could scarcely reply for agita- 
tion ; he essayed more than once, ere he could 
declare his grief. 

^\ I have indeed,^ he at length said, ^' tried 
my best to serve you, miserable as has been 
the result of my zeal. Alas ! a cruel fortune 
has niarred our happiest plans, and changed 
them into wretchedness.^ 

^^ Even so, Hubert,^ rejoined the prince, 
in the same hopeless voice ; '^ and it must be 
ours to submit — ^but let this comfort attend 
your sometimes memory of him, whom you 
have thus faithfully loved, that in no one 
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instance has he ever found in you but the 
entirest devotion to him — and that his dying 
breath well and thankfully acknowledges it. 
It is perhaps, Hubert, a privilege, which few 
poor victims like me have, that in my last 
Jiours of mortal existence, I should have near 
me so kind and so dear a friend ; believe^ me, 
J am not. ungrateful — oh! may thy kind 
presence be yet a further comfort to me — 
but say, dear Hubert, art thou not already 
tired with our miseries, and is not thy at- 
tachment to our wretched house already wan- 
ing through its procrasted calamities? I 
.would ask indeed one further kindness — ^but 
it should be no unwilling office that I would 
put upon thee.'' 

'^ And is it at such an hour as this,'^ im- 
petuously demanded De Bourgh, " that the 
first doubt of my devotion has existence ? have 
my long and tried services been so dull and 
lukewarm, that it is possible my prince can 
think they will now fail him in this his last 
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need? disgrace me not by so foul injustice, 
lest I think, that thou holdest me as a hypo- 
crite in thy thoughts-and— '^ 

^^ As nought but kindness and goodness,^ 
quickly interrupted Arthur, " do I— could I 
hold thee, Hubert, unless indeed I were a 
inonster of ingratitude. 'Tis not through doubt, 
that I pause, but that I hesitate to inflict on 
thee the continued grief, which this my last 
request will inflict — but I will no longer he- 
sitate — I will not wrong thy warm fidelity by 
even a momenta's delay — " * He forced back his 
rising emotions — "Good "God! to part thus 
with life and strength, and young, ardent af- 
fections, at a tyrani^s bidding ! — Is it not hor- 
rible, Hubert P is it not maddening ? but I 
will be calm-^not even shall the inhuman 
cruelty conquer me. It is not indeed for my- 
self, that my searchiirg ahguish so overwhelms 
me— did I suffer alone, I were indeed careless 
of my doom, but the dearest, best objects of 
my love feel each pang that I feel, and will 
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endure even more terrible grief, when death 
shall have closed my sufferings— ^h ! Hubert, 
that thought is indeed a distraction, beneath 
whose torture my firmest fortitude quails, as 
an infant's weakness.'^ 

^' Be comforted, poor prince,^ prayed J)e 
Bourgh in extreme agitation, as one oppressed 
with grief, and overpowered by Jus distress; 
^^ a merciful Providence will support them, 
console them in their sorrow, and give a balm 
even to their saddest mourning — ^nor will .they 
want kind earthly comforters-*-*^ 

^^ Thou hast touched the chord, Hubert," 
quickly interrupted Arthur, ^^ and it will no 
longer be mute. I would have thee their com- 
forter — I would secure to them that warm 
active zeal which I have known — I would 
pledge . thee to love them, as thou hast loyed 
me«-P^wear this, good Hubert-p^say that thou 
wilt so support them, and I shall die in peace^^' 

" By every hope of bliss, dear prince, I 
swear to cherish and support them, jeven as 
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thy extremest anxiety bould wish !^ De Bourgh 
spoke under the influence of strong excitement, 
and there was a solemnity in his assurance, 
that seemed contenting even to his hearer^s 
tenderest solicitude. 

The prince grasped forcibly his hand— he 
could hot Ispeak his full hearths thanks— -he 
seemed troubled with excess of gratitude — 
agam and again did he attempt to declare his 
feelings, and still did his emotions check his 
purpose. 

<< God bless thee, Hubert r at length he 
passionately exclaimed, ** 6od will bless thee 
— will well repay all thy kindness. And thou 
wilt see my poOT mother, Hubert? — ^Alas ! there 
h no comfort for her — the same blow that kills 
me, destroys her likewise. Thou wilt also 
seek my poor Eleanor—but, alas ! in her ever- 
lasting bondage, what consolation canst thou 
take her ? Tell her — let thine own heart dic- 
tate what comfort her forlorn condition per- 
mits to be offered, for in her dark lot, I can 
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see not one faintest ray of peace — '^ He paused 
for a moment, as if repressing his tumultuous 
feelings, ere he added, <^Thou wilt too, Hu- 
bert, search out the young, heart-broken— oh, 
God ! oh, God ! support me— roh, hide me from 
that thought of madness r — He threw himself 
wildly on his kness, and tearing his hair with 
frantic distraction, loudly implored^ '^ Let the 
mountains fall on me ! let the deep swallow 
me up-— but oh, God ! spare me from that 
terrible agony, or let my tottering senses no 
longer understand it Trrrand he sunk under his 
anguish even to the ground. 

" Hush, hush !".. vehemently entreated De 
Bourgh, at the saipe time rushing to the 
prince's support, and raising him up ; « for 
Heaven's sake, expose us not to cruel violence, 
nor betray our secret meeting to the jealous 
ears of our sentinels — give not way to so wild 
distraction — is it not the bold, the daring 
Britanny to whom I address myself? Support 
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yourself, my prince— terrible as is your doom,- 
let it not conquer you." 

The prince looked wildly on De Bourgb, 
as he spoke, almost as- if he heard not the 
words that he addressed to him, nor felt their 
kind persuasion; he seemed as one but half 
recovered from a swoon, as if his wretchedness 
had been too much for his yielding senses. 
Oh, what anguish was it to the faithful breast, 
on which he rested to witness such an extre- 
mity of woe ! He watched it in silent and har-< 
rowing grief, for he knew not how to attempt- 
to moderate it or ofPer consolation in a case 
so desolate as his : tears of compassion dimmed 
his eyes, and the choking throb of grief held 
him dumb. 

The prince suddenly started from that trance 
of agony, as from a dream ; he seemed to shake 
off his wild distraction, and to awaken to a 
better and more collected composure ; he gazed 
earnestly at De Bourgh, as if for a time but 
confusedly knowing him, and considering for 
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many moments within himself ere, he seemed 
fully to recollect his situation ; he quickly tore 
open his vest, and drawing from his bosom a 
ring, gave it into De Bourgh^s hand^ at the 
same time addressing him with suppressed 
though still trembling emotion : — 

" In my earlier youth, dear Hubert— ere 
yet I knew what misery meant, save by name^' 
I had a friend, dear as a brother — dearer than 
a brother— though even that he became to me.'' 
He struggled with his anguish, hurriedly add- 
ing, as if almost doubting his power to speak 
that he desired, " We swore, Hubert, eternal 
attachment, pledged ourselves to a mutual and 
never-ending fidelity, and changing our rings,* 
agreed that in any after circumstances of our life, 
whatever the events of this fickle world, these 
silent tokens should be as adamantine chains. 
We were then equals in life as in expectation. 
I was my uncle Richard's acknowledged suc- 
cessor. He was the heir to the throne of 
France. Fortune, it is true, has somewhat 
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changed our lotfs but the kind and amiable 
Lewis still loves me, will gladly redeem his 
vow. Seek him, Hubert — ^^tis not many days 
since we paried, proud with hopes and promises 
•—but I will not,* I must not think of that — 
give him this ring, good HubeiH;, and bid him, 
by dmt token, listen to thine as to iny dying 
words !'*— 

Re agkin hesitated for a moment*s pause to 
recdver his fortitude. — ** Tell him, as he loves 
mie^; anfd would take from my miserable fate 
its bitterest sting — '^ he struggled with his 
wild distraction, adding, with convulsive and 
almost unintelligible rapidity, << Instantly to 
snatch' his wretched sister from the horrors 
that Encompass her, if even at the peril of his 
life, to deliver her — ^bid him be to her desolate 
affliction in place of a better comforter, and 
ch<^r her blighted existence with the balm of 
t^derei^t afFectibn — ^let him but do this, and if 
it be permitted to departed spirits to return to 
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the objects of their earthly interest, my con- 
tented soul shall watch erer over him, and bless 
his kindness !^ 

The struggle was past. He broke from De 
Bourgh^s grasp, and paced hurriedly about his 
dungeon, as if his wonted firmness should no 
longer yield to the weakness of that trying 
hour. 

De Bourgh^s tearful eyes followed his .dis> 
tracted steps in silent, grief; his heart, indeed, 
was too painfully oppressed with sorrow, and 
too much lost iix.the utter desolation before him, 
to think of comfort, or even to feign a conso- 
la,tion to so extreme wretchedness. But when 
as the dull and heavy moments passed succes- 
sively along, and the prince's steps retarded 
not, and his fevered disorder seemed not to 
moderate, nor his agitq,tion, for any sign that 
his appearance shewed, to subside into calmer 
composure ; he became alarmed as well on the 
prince's account, as that his own prolonged visit 
was now perilous to them both, while his anx- 
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ious solicitude shrunk to part from him in his 
present deplorable anguish. 

He approached towards him, and, as he passed 
by, caught him by the arm. 

Arthur instantly stopped ; he looked calmly 
at De Bourgh, seeming to wait his expected 
words, with almost patient composure. 

For an instant the good man was perplexed 
with so unlooked-for a change, answering the 
implied expectation with no small confusion. 

** My dear prince," he entreated, with eager 
solicitude, ^* be not thus cast down ; 3H[eld not 
even in thy deep affliction, so entirely to thy 
wretchedness ; let not thy enemies glory in thy 
distress — the soul of the noble Britanny should 
scorn such an abasement as that.*** 

" Peace, peace, De Bourgh!" quickly re- 
plied the prince, with calm earnestness, — ** that 
weakness is now past— I have parted with all 
gentle thoughts, and the pang I have now to 
suffer, is but such as a soldier and a prince 
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should numf ully endure. Fear not that Arthur 
of Britanny will disgrace his proiid name^ or 
sully his hardly-earned fame with any open 
weakness ; forget my womanish tears, Huberts- 
think not more of a feebleness which now I 
have torn from me, as a base dishonour. No, 
Hubert, come what may, my indignant soul 
shall never crouch before my foes, nor yield to 
their most ruthless cruelties.'" 

^< Then, poor prince, I am content,^ returned 
De Bourgh, ^^ for I shall leave thee with some 
better comfort than I had hoped, and satisfiied 
that the name of Britanny will never be sullied 
—but hark !" — the warder's horn blew loudly as 
he spoke, and seemed, in the midnight silence, 
to rush into the remotest depths of the fortress. 

De Bourgh started with unconcealed alarm. 
Arthur watched fearfully each expression of 
his countenance to gain, as he himself felt them, 
each passing explanation of the unusual dis- 
turbance; but his anxiety was without satis- 
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faction ; De Bourgh indeed was perplexed, be- 
yond any understanding, by the strange sum- 
mons, and instantly tiurning from the prince, 
hastily quitted his dungeon. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



*' This is the man should do the bloody deed ; 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye." 

King John, 



De Boubgh had only just parted from the 
prince in time; he had scarcely turned into 
the more public avenues of the castle, ere he 
met the vigilant De la Bray running hastily 
to the princess prison, to satisfy his quick 
apprehension that so unusual alarm did not 
betoken danger to his charge. 
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^* What means this strange disturbance, De 
Bourgh ?" he hurriedly demanded, scarcely 
waiting for his reply through his great 
anxiety ; ^< hast thou not heard the warder^s 
blast ?" 

" Who has not, De la Bray ?^ returned De 
Bourgh, as if himself as much confused, ftnd 

■ ft 

the same cause had also disturbed him from 
his rest — *' What does it mean ?'' 

** 1 know not,'' briefly returned the other, 
^^ unless, indeed, some mad attempt at the 
prince's rescue; do thou haste, De Bourgh, 
and learn its real occasion, while I see that all 
is right here ;'^— he hurried on as he spoke,' and 
De Bourgh heard him, the moment after, chal- 
lenge the sentinel, who watched by the prince's 
dungeon, as to his prisoner's safety. Assured 
' of his false apprehension in that quarter, his 
heavy tread turned quickly back ; and De 
Bourgh, anxious as well to gain some little 
time to recover himself from his late agitation, 
as also by his apparent promptness in support- 
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ing De la Bray in his eager scrutiny, to pre- 
vent the poBsibilitj of any suspicion of the 
real cause of his waking, paissed instantly 
forwards, and bad soon neared the casde 
gates. 

He had scarcely demanded the cause of the 
disturbance, and had as yet but imperfectly 
understood that a messenger had arrived' 
with despatches from the king, and "wait^ 
admittance, than De la Bray rejoined him, 
and ordered the man to be instantly intro^ 
duced. ' 

He was a dark, forbidding-looking man '^ his 
bold effirontery strangely contrasted with 'the 
deep obeisance that he paid on his entrance; 
though even that, from the careless indifference 
with which it was performed, seemed aimdcrt 
ais much an insult as a respectful homage ; 
he appeared, indeed, to have put on the form* 
of deference, but it was as a cloak, that not 
only sat uneasy on him, but which he knew 
not in any respect how to wear, audits very 
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use only shewed in plainer and more ungra- 
cious colours the naked rudenesisf of his mind. 
His <:lose, moody aspect declared that th^De 
was no limit in his daring, that pity was a 
stranger, a despised, hated outcast from his 
breast, ferocity and bloody deeds lieur more 
according with his taste; while his licentious 
and reckless eye seemed to scoff at all human 
b<Hids, to laugh at humanity, and make a jest 
of oompassicm; as if he would have sported 
with suffering, and turned into mockery the 
dying groans of distraction. He looked auda< 
ciously round, ev^ while his supple head 
almost touched the ground, as if he thought 
himsdf of fstr higher account than those to 
whom be acted that sembkd reverence, and^ in 
a harsh, discordant voice, demanded-— 

^^ Stand I in the presence of William de la 
Bray, one of the lord my king^s captains, and 
governor of this his castle of Falaise ?" 

" Thou dost," haughtily returned De la 
Bray, scrutinizing him with a jealous eye, as 
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he spoke. ^^ What is thine errand, that thus, 
at dead of night, it brdoks not delay ? Speaky 
sirrah.** 

• The man signed with his hand to - De 'la 
Bray to retire, at the same time inqtdlring, 
with an air of no small importance— 

"What! Sir Governor, dost diou seek to 
know the king's secret heart as declared by me, 
his much-loved servant, in the face of these 
ignoble men? We will retire to some more 
private audience ere our trusty lips unloose 
their burthen*' — and, without further ceremony, 
he accompanied De la Bray, as he silently 
led the way from the gates. 

De Bourgh hesitated for a moment ; then, 
though unbidden, at once followed them, 
determined, if possible, to obtain the first 
intimation of the ruiSan's errand. 

Arrived at the apartment, which he had 
selected for the interview, De la Bray turned 
quickly round, and demanded the messenger's 
communication. 
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The man appeared in no haste to reply ; he 
looked carelessly about, and fixing his eyes on 
De Bourgh, seemed, by his hesitation, to re- 
quire his dismissal, ere he could declare his 
mission. 

De la Bray at the instant understood his 
meaning ; his determination was quickly formed, 
and he resolutely insisted — 

'< That good knight, ^ too, must hear thy 
message, he is my colleague — even before me, 
Gbvemor of Falaise ; nor will I list^i to aught 
but that he may hear, ^s of no avail shak- 
mg thy head, I am resolved— the yety tnan- 
ner of thy coming determines me beyond the 
possibility of yielding.^ 

The fellow stared at him for a moment in 
unmixed astonishment ; he seemed, however, at 
once to understand, from De la Bray^s firm- 
ness, that any attempt to shake his resolution 
was futile; he shrugged up his shoulders in 
mock despair, and then, without further 
scruple, exhibiting a scroll, pointed to the 
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royal seal-manual affixed thereto, and repeated, 
with greedy pleasure, as follows — 

'^ ^ To our well-beloved William de la Bray, 
commander, for the time being, of oiir castle 
of Falaise, and to our trusty Lupicaire^ our 
foithful servant, greeting- 

^^ ^ These are to command you, and each of 
you 9 instantly and secretly, by such means as 
shall appear to you the niiost safe and certain 
in their result, and the least likely of any 
betrayal in their use, to execute our just wrath 
upon the body of Arthur Plantagenet, by oinr 
royal pleasure, Duke of Britanny, a traitor and 
felon to our state ; and, further, to give out, 
and publicly declare, that the said Arthur has 
come to a natural death, and to cause him to 
be openly interred, with such honours as are 
suitable to his rank, and so distract the judg- 
ments of injurious men from our righteous 
justice. 

" * For all which these presents are your war- 
rant — as witness our royal seal.' '* 
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The man made an even lower obdsance, as 
he concluded 9 adding, by way of finish-^ 

^^ Ood save the king, our good and gracious 
master {-—long may he so righteously dispense 
his justice !^ 

'< And you, I presume,*^ demanded De la 
Bray, repressing his quick indignation; ^^are 
my worthy associate in this knightly deed ?'* 

^rThe same,^ replied the fellow, but imper« 
fectly understanding De la Bray's manner ; 
^^ to wit, ^ our trusty Lupicaire, our faithful 
servant/ '* 

^^ And does your master indeed think me 
so base and worthless?^ proudly demanded 
De la Bray, ^^ as to unite me with such a 
wretch as thee, and thii^k to make a hangman 
of me?'' 

f ^ It is e'en so in the warrant. Sir Governor,'' 
doggedly returned the ruffian, pretending to 
search the document in truth of his assertion; 
^' our well-beloved William— t'' 

^^ Cease, reptile!" violently exclaimed Dela 
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Bray, ^' curse not my ears with your vile 
breath— well, indeed, did I guess the nature of 
your mission, and happily indeed have I es- 
caped its snare.^ 

^< What !^ demanded Lupicaire, in unmin- 
gled astcmishment, ^^ darest thou disobey the 
king's command ?^ 

** No ! wretch," returned De ia Bray, as if 
disgusted even to hold parlance with such a 
miscreant. 

** Or dost thou pretend to deny the royal 
signet ? Look at it again, proud Sir ;'" and he 
officiously presented the warrant for his in- 
spection. 

«< Off, caitiffr. violently called out De la 
Bray, his uplifted arm ready to second his 
demand ; ^^ approach me not, or, by Heaven 1 
this indignant hand shall strike thee to the 
ground. What ! name the name of De la 
Bray, on which not even the breath of disho- 
nour has ever rested, with such an off-scour- 
ing, such a cursed thing as thee, and seek to 
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gain my co-operation in this deed of butchery ? 
By Heaven, it is too bad ! — ^have I indeed lived 
to be insulted thus ? Peace, caitiff — ^yet am I 
governor here, as soon thou shalt know, if 
thou darest to interrupt -me. It shall not how- 
ever be a continuing authority ; even now, 
after this base insult^ do I throw up my trust, 
and wipe my hands of so injurious a master. 
I will, not disobey the mandate, indeed, but I 
wiD not obey it— even if it be treason I will not 
-T-but at once will I fly from a post that is now 
disgust to me. De Bourgh, I am no longer thy 
rival in Falaise, to thee I yield my brief au- 
thority ; for* I will not stain these hands, that 
have fought long and often, in honourable 
fight, in the blood of murder, nor will I lend 
Bty merest sanction to the revolting act. Give 
me instant conduct from these walls, lest my 
rage do some rash violence on this fellow, or 
I openly denounce his reckless master.'^ 

He waited not for any remonstrance or reply, 
but as if seeking to avcnd any further insult 
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from the ruffian, whose preaeoce had given 
rise to his impetuous wrath, rudied from 
the dhamber, and ere an hour elttpsedi had 
ahready quitted Falaise, and was hunting 
from the country as swifUj as his indignation 
oould carry him. 

Amazement for a time kept the ruffian Lu- 
picaire without the power to utter; nor was 
De Bourgh^s perplexity at the new poaition in 
which De la Bray^s sudden withdrawal from 
his charge had placed him, a more composed 
emotion; he seemed indeed to be lost in so 
deep confusion, as for a space to be inconscdous 
of Lupicaire^s exclamation, when the wretch, 
after many unmeaning gestures, at length cried 
out — 

" What, gone ! actually run away ! our 
well-beloved De la Bray decamped, and the 
trusty Lupicaire the sole arbiter of a Plantage- 
net^s fate ! beshrew me, but I^U kill him by 
inches— ni—" 

^^ Cease, cease, Lupicaire,'^ interrupted De 
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Bourgh, atardng from his confusion, and un- 
ceremoniously stopping the fellow^s merciful 
determinations, ^< thou- for gettest me, and that 
there is still a governor in Falaise, though this 
hot-headed man has deserted his oommand."' 

*^ Ha ! and wouldest thou, too,'* eagerly de- 
manded the disappointed ruffian, ^^ wouldest 
thou stay my purpose, and thwart thy sove- 
reign's mandate ?*' 

^^ Certainly not, good Lupicaire,** promptly 
replied De Bourgh ; ^^ only I must- know that 
thy warrant is all right, and will bear us out 
in the deed.*' 

^^ Ha i traitor,** exdaimed the wary assassin ; 
*^ dost thou think to come over me with so 
shallow a pret^ce as that? Nay, nay, good 
Mastef De Bourgh, I know thee rather too 
well, and am already sufficiently instructed of 
thy doubtful allegiance to trust thee. What i 
wouldest thou steal the warrant from me^ and 
turn our trusty Lupicaire into a laughing- 
stock? Go to, go to, Master Deputy, you 
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iiave none such a fool to deal with as you take 
it." 

^^ You wrong me, Lupicaire,^ calmly replied 
De Bourgh, forcing <lown his disgust at the 
fellow's insolence ; " I wish to prove my fide- 
lity to my king— even with my life would I 
serve him; but— I put it to your own deci- 
sion, can I, as a knight and a soldier, gire up 
a prisoner to death, and not know that the 
deed is a lawful one ? I wish but to see the 
warrant, even in thine own hands.^ 

" Nay, nay. Master Govemor,** rieplied Lu*- 
picaire, softening none from his previous de- 
termination ; *^ I tell you it won't do — thou 
hast already heard it, thou hast too seen the 
royal signet — ^it won't do, I say, it won't do 
—rather too barefaced. What I would know is 
— will you obey thy master's will, *or like this 
run-away traitor, attempt to thwart hi« faith- 
ful Lupicaire ? answer me that, man." 

" Obey it ? certainly, obey it," — De Bourgh 
delayed not the assurance, — ^* but—" 
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No buts,^ impudaidy called out the 
•ruffian, at the same time moticming as if he 
would quit the apartment,— «^^ buts wonH do for 
me ; ay or no ? that's it, or I must pass from the 
governor, and appeal for protection to the go- 
vemoj^^s men ; they will not give buts and hesi- 
tation to their master's command.^' 

** Nor will /, good Lupicaire,** quickly re- 
turned De Bourgh ; " do not I willingly offer to 
go hand in hand with you in this act of justice ? 
'tis you that thwart our master's will, not I. 
Wot ye that he will diank you for flying thus 
obstinately in the face of his pleasure, and, for 
a mere perverseness, making that public, which 
he so expressly commands to be secret and 
unknown ?'* 

*' Tush ! I care not,'' persisted the fellow> 
with dogged sullenness, ^^ thou shalt not see 
the warrant.'' 

" Hear me out, Lupicaire,'^ rejoined De 
Bourgh, without giving him further opportu- 
nity for the expression of his humour, — " I ♦ 

l2 
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will^aive aeeiiig it, smoe thou so much ob- 
jectest, and so do away witli thy unjust sus- 
picion, provided thou wilt say, upon tfaine 
hmiour, and as a true man, that its matter runs 
as thou hast read it."*' 

'^ Most certainly, De Bourgh,^ — the man 
seemed not slightly surprised at the possibility 
of such a doubt as De Bourgh haid suggested, 
— <^ had I ten thousand honours, I would pledge 
them all to the truth of each individual letter 
as I recited it— if indeed his reverence, our 
ghostly confessor, hath taught it me lightly^^ 

^* Then I am content, Lupioaire,^' •— De 
Bourgh spoke in a tone of warm assurance,*— 
" what more wouldest thou ?"' 

" Nought, but thine hand !"— He forestalled 
De Bourgh^ hesitating advance, and rudely 
grasping his unwilling hand, while* the veteran 
almost sickened with disgust at the ccmtact, he 
boisterously added, — *' Thou art a good fellow, 
Master Governor — a man of true metal — when 
shall we to the work ?'' 
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^^ When ?^ repeated De Bourgh, coAised 
with the abruptness of the demand. 

" Ay, when ?** re-echoed the. ruffian, with 
careless indifference ; <^ the sooner the better, I 
say ; what sayest thou ?^ 

*< That is thine own appointment altogether, 
Lupicaire,^' returned De Bourgfa, musingly, 
" ^tis no part of my office.** 

^^ True, true. Master Governor,** continued 
the ruffian, drawing forth a pointed, two-edged 
dagger of peculiar construction, and carelessly 
examining its.edge,^ — ^^as well thou sayest» that 
is. my business ; and for my own part when a 
thing is to be done, I like not to trifle over it»*» 
so 1*11 e*en go now, whilst thou orderest my 
supper* Shew me the way though. Catch a 
man asleep. Master de Bourgh, Lord loTe ye ! 
*tis.no more than killing a cat, especially with 
such an implement as this,— -one gash, one ho ! 
-—and it*s all over. I say, Master De Bourgh, 
don't be stingy of thy flagon-— a man that rides 
far and works hard, needs support,*' — and he 
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looked impatiently to De Bourgh to conduct him 
to his victim. 

De Bourgh seemed bewildered with per- 
jdexity ; he neither moved nor spoke ia r^Iy 
to the ruffian^s so evident expectati<m. The 
man*s quick wariness instantly detected hid con- 
fusion, — '^ What !^ he sarcastically denilmded, 
with a deriding laugh, ^* does thy feeble heart 
fail thee, or dost thou repent thee of thy con* 
currence ?" 

^ ^^ Neithar," quickly returned De Bdcrrgk, 
starting at once from his reverie, and ntoving 
to the door ; '> thou art sure, Lupicaire, it is all 
right?" 

** Right, man ? to be sure ! lead on — ^thou 
surely wouldest not have us go over the same 
tedious ground again P^' And the eager ruffian 
jostled De Bourgh from the apartment with 
boisterous rudeness. 

De Bourgh resisted not the impetus, but led 
the way without further hesitation towards the 
prince's dungeon. 
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They were now turning down the passage, in 
which it lay, when De Bourgh suddenly drew 
back, as if with some new hesitation, and quickly 
ui^ging his Qompanion into a small chamber by 
wbicK they stood, observed to him, with much 
alarm-^ . 

• **i We forget the sentry, good Lupicaire, and 
thei enjoined secresy ; rest thee here a moment, 
whilst I despatch the fellow.^ 

*^ Right, right, most prudent Master de 
Bourgh,^^ assented his companion ; << were not 
the trusty Lupicaire so parched with thirst, he 
had himself thought of that — Egad, comrade, I 
fancied there was some new scruple coming 
out.'' 

" As to thy thirst, Master Lupicaire," care- 
lessly returned De Bourgh, ^^ that is thine own 
fault altogether ; thou wouldest persist in this 
hurried work." 

" Tush ! never mind, man, never mind !'' pee- 
vishly replied the. fellow, "I but said it in 
excuse for my omission; thy wine will have 
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twice thereliflh for a littk previous exercise — 
Haste thee^ my good fellow, and speed away 
that minion there.^ 

^^ I hsre been thinking, Lnpicaire,^' ob- 
senred De Bouigb, without motioning to fol- 
low the fellow's injunction, ^^ that this is but 
indecent haste of ours, and that the prince 
should have some few moments to prepare him- 
self for his fate — "^ 

*^ Holloa ! Master De Bour^ l^ exclaimed 
the ruffianj staring at him with open-mouthed 
astonislmient ; ** thou wouldest surely nev^ be 
such a fool as to tell him ? Stick him in his sleep 
-^hat^s the plan, to be sure — far the most mer- 
ciful and true — nothing at all felt, when done 
on scientific principles.'^ 

^^ It seems to me,'^ continued De Bourgh, in 
no way noticing the man's observation, *^ that 
a prince should hardly be butchered like a 
beast—'' 

^^ Pshaw, man !" replied the other, impatient 
of liis arguments^ ^^ mere stuff— royal blood is 
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none different from mine or thme, and yet such 
as our*s is spilt with even less account. '^ 

^^ So illustrious a prince, top,^ rejoiDed De 
Bourgh, in the same, apparent reverie^ ^^ so 
noUe a spirit, so brave a soldier to be mangled 
by a—" 

>^ De Bourgh T quickly called out die ruf- 
fian in rising anger. 

<* Lupicaire ^ retorted D& Boiurgh, with a 
firmness that staggered his brutal rage, *^ /too 
am a soldia:, and a gentleman, and have feel- 
ings, such as perhaps diou canst not understand ; 
but on my soul I cannot consent to send this 
noble youth to his long account without first 
acquainting him with his doom. I willingly 
yield to thee the instant execution of thy war- 
rant, but thou must also yield some little to my 
prejudices.^ 

<< HaT" shrewdly demanded the ruffian, 
<< dost thou still think to baulk me and my 
master^s purpose ?'^ 

^^ By no means, Lupicaire,^^ replied De 

L 3 
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Bourgh, .with, ready frankness, '^ I wisli not to 
baulk, scarcely to delay thee ; all I ask are :a 
few brief minutes to prepare. his soul for its 
awful change, whilst thou renovatest t}iy body 
with some invigorating drink.^ 

*^ Umph r returned the wretch, smadL- 
ing his thick lips, with the thought pf *the 
anticipated relish; ^^ ontf half of thy proposal. 
Master Governor, is good, and . most certainly 
not without persuasion ; but the other is bad — 
miserably bad — childish, and such as I had not 
given a brave fellow like thee credit for, to be 
thus led astray by monkish fables— thank my 
stars, I have none such mawkish milk in my 
constitution. Let^s take care of his body, my 
good friend ; and, go to, hell ne^er want any 
further care.*" 

" My prejudice, or what else you please to 
call it, thinks otherwise,^* — ^De Bourgh had 
seen, his advantage, and spoke with increased 
determination — " and I must insist, Lupicaire, 
on the proposed condition. Do thou. content 
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thyself here with the deep flagon which I will 
instantly bring to thee, and give me one brief 
half-hour to prepare the victim, and then he is 
thine own.'^ 

^^ Half an hour !^ exclaimed the ruffian^ in 
apparent astonishment, ^^ beshrew me, I have 
seen a score of wretches shrived in half that 
time ; thou askest too much, good comrade — 
go to, say half that time, I cannot grant thee 
more-^-on my honour Ms enough.^ 

" Well, be it so, iiupicaire,''— De Bourgh he- 
sitated not long in his consent—-^* in a quarter 
of an hour I will be back with thee.^' 

<< But the flagon. Master Governor — the 
flagon !^ quickly called out the impatient mis- 
creant i ^^ I should as soon think of going to 
Heaven, as waiting here a moment without a 
companion.*" 

^^ Make thyself comfortable on that score, good 
Lupicaire, 111 take good care of thy cheer ;^' 
and in less than a minute De Bourgh had 
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placed b^ore him a large-fised diiiikiiig-<:up, 
along with a huge flagon of potent Rhenish. 
The fidlow quickly filled the cup, zaaaed it 
without further tarrying to his lips, and at a 
teeath .drained its contents; he then slowly 
replaced it on the bench, and smaddng his Ups 
again and again, in approval <^ the beverage, 
turned to express to De Bourgh his full satis- 
&ction. \ 

But the good man had already retired, Lu- 
picaire'^s absorbing occupation having rendered 
him unaware of the fact ; and, when the con- 
tented ruffian looked up, there was nought but 
blank walls and empty space before him. 

^^ Holloa !^ he called out, somewhat boister- 
ously, at the same time replenishing the cup, 
and raising it to his lips, *^ stole away ! stole 
away ! Mark him, my boys ! come over me, 
eh? make a fool of our trusty Lupicaire? 
Umph — ^marry, and Fd like to see that — may- 
hap not so soon done ; but 111 eVn give him his 
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fifteen minutes, for his wine sits not uneasy on 
my empty stomach— deuced good stufiP, too— - 
a man indeed might be worse oiF,^^ and another 
draught aided the soliloquy. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



" Now oonld I drink hot blood. 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. 



f» 



Hamlet* 



LupiCAiRE sat quiet, and contented with 
his pleasing employment so long as the ample 
wine-vessel remained unemptied, although his 
frequent and lengthy applications thareto pro- 
mised no very extended continuance of his satis- 
faction. 

Liberal, however, as had been De Bourgh'^s 
provision for his recruiting, quickly as it had 
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been despatched, and empty as was the recep- 
tacle into which it descended, the well accus- 
tomed stomach of the ruffian accommodated it 
without any material effect. Intoxicated he 
certainly was not ; perhaps his wonted daring 
and brutal recklessness might be hardened by 
the species of excitement, which alone seemed 
to result from so large a quantity of wine, 
bringing into even more ruthless activity the 
murderous propensities of his heart. 

" Umph !*' he grunted, with no approving 
emphasis, as turning the empty flagon up-side 
down, he found that not even a drop had 
escaped him. ^^ All gone ! how distressing ! 
for this new comrade of mine keeps deuced good 
stingo. Gramercy ! how it supports one ; my 
very toe beats with valour e^en to its tip, and I 
feel courage all over. I could — I could — what 
could I not do P— -slay a thousand, execute a 
righteous justice on a million. By my troth, I 
wish this fellow would come back ; egad, I could 
do it bravely just now, eh ! my trusty friend,'' 
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he again drew forth his eager dagger, <^ but 
thou art a quick and an effectual finisher of 
a pretty work !*^by the powers^ what lots of 
trouble has thy small blade pat an end to— 
HoUoa! Master Govemof, thou tarriest^ and 
my patience is oozing most woefulfy out. Mas- 
ter Governor, I say, I must to the play — the 
time is up, and my friend h^e won^t wait, he 
thirsts for a little crimson d^k,— 4ia ! ha 1^ 

He listened for a moment, a mcHre serious 
cast of feeling came ova: him, and he shrewdly 
asked himself, ^^ Is the fellow indeed honest, 
or is he but deceiving me after all P Now I 
bethink me, indeed, the time is already twice 
up ! Ah ! only to fancy our trusty Lupicaire 
the dupe of such a dolt as this. Go to, go to, 
let it not be spoken— foil Lupicaire, indeed !"" 
He rose suddenly from his seat, and snatching 
up the torch, walked steadily in the direction 
pointed out by De Bourgh, as leading to where 
his victim was confined. 

There was no great difficulty in his farther 
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quest, a single grated door alone was in the 
low-arched and narrow passage in which he 
found himself, ^d to diat he advanced with 
the instant purpose of satisfying his doubt and 
completing his too long^elayed purpose. The 
door was unbarred and ajar, as if soine one had 
but recently passed through ; die ruffian's in- 
stant impression was that his victim had already 
escaped, and he was yielding to his rage in wild 
execrations, when he heard hurried footsteps 
within, padng about the dungeon-^the prismier 
was still safe. The quick transition from fear 
to security whetted his already too eager pur-, 
pose ; his ready knife was in an instant in his 
hand, and baring his arm, he was in the very 
act of pu^ihgopen the door to diirt upon his 
victim, when he felt himsdf forcibly held back, 
and drawn irresistibly from the spot. 

He looked quickly round for the cause of 
this unexpected violaice, and found that the 
sinewy arms of De Bourgh held him, as at the 
same time the veteran motioned him to silence 
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and to retire. He was so aitirely confused 
with the abruptness of the attaek, that he 
offSered no resistance to De Bourgh^s intent, 
suffering hi0iself to be conducted back to the 
room he had so lately quitted without even- a 
word of objection. 

" Good Heavens !'* exclldmed De Bourgh, 
ere they had well entered the apartment, and 
with no small agitation, <^ does thy blood- 
thirsty soul begrudge the poor victim so few 
moments for repentance ere thou sendest him to 
his account P Shame, shame, Lupicaire, thou 
art too greedy— too impatient of butchery." 

" Egad, Master Governor,'' replied the dis- 
concerted ruffian, with sullen ferocity, " ano- 
ther moment though, and I had sent him, ready 
or not ready, to his account, as thou callest it. 
What, dost thou think I can sit here with 
nought but an empty cup before me, waiting 
minute after minute for thy expected return, 
when all the while thou hadst no intention to 
return at all.?*" 
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" Tush, tush, Lupicaire,'' impatiently inter- 
rupted De Bourgh ; ^* so far from not intending 
to return, see the certain proof of my having 
already returned,^ — he pointed to a well rcplai- 
ished board*--^^ and to good effect too ; for I 
found the poor wretch so horrified with i- his 
doom, .that I could not refuse him the small 
boon he implored of my humanity.^ 

>^ Humanity !^' interjected the ruffian, curl- 
ing up his upper lip into a roll of contempt, 
^^ curse such cant, say I ; and thy humanity, 
comrade, I ween — "^ 

^^ Has done thee no harm, and him much 
good. Have patience, Lupicaire, and thou shalt 
know all/' 

^< I'm patient enough,'' doggedly interrupted 
the miscreant, pointing to his knife, ^' or this 
good weapon had already done the deed ;^and 
what is this precious boon pray ? Plague on it, 
to think one should be so leagued with this 
humanity." 

" Thou vexest thyself grievously, comrade. 
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without occasion,^ calmly re}oiiied De Bourgh, 
motioning him to put up his weapon ; ^' do not 
be 8o rash with that restlesi blade of thine, but 
first listen to the small ooncession which the 
youtVs misery has wrung from me, ere thou so 
petulantly yiddest to thy wrath.^^ 

^^ Marry, but thou^d be vexed too,^' said 
the fellow, peevishly, at the same time re- 
filling his cup, <^ to be so thwarted in. thy 
calling." 

<^ In the first place,^ continued De Bourgh, 
without further noticing Lupicaire^s ill-humour, 
^< he begged one brief hour to make his peace 
with God, and that the good father Clement 
might receive his confession and comfort him 
with his prayers." 

" Well, well,^ consented Lupicaire, washing 
down his annoyance with the replenished wine, 
^< since so much is thought about it ; only an 
hour is far too long." 

" Half is already gone,^ rejoined De Bourgh. 
<* I had been to fetch the good fathei% when 
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thou grewest so impatient of my absence. I 
have ftwomhim to strictest secresy.^ 

'^ Right, right, comrade,'^*— the fdlow gave a 
gradous nod oi approbation^-^* the trusty Lu- 
picaire could not have done better ; and if that 
is all— marry, but 1^11 e^en forgive thee, and 
pledge thy health.**^ 

** One other small boon I have also granted,^ 
— De Bourgh paused for a moment that he 
might not interrupt the fellow^s draught, ere 
he added—** thou knowest, Lupicaire^ the 
prince is a soldier-^his high fame indeed be- 
speaks him no mean one — he cares not to 
die, but his very soul shrinks from the idea of 
his body being mangled and dishonoured.^ 

** Tush U man, I grieve that the gentleman 
should be under any such useless apprehen- 
sion,^ said Lupicaire, again holding his cup 
ready for another draught; **thou shouldest 
have named to him Lupicaire^s expertness at 
the work; vdth him a single gash, only 'one 
small inch long, gentlemanly done, and in no 
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way defacing, amply suffices. Pity, indeed^ our 
friend should so needlessly trouble himself — 
marry, comrade, but I^ e^en drink him a plea- 
sant journey, it will stand him cm quite as 
good account as the priest^s mummery.**^ 

De Bourgh paused for a moment in exceed- 
ing disgust, ere without noticing the fellow'^s 
words he continued, — 

^^ And I have therefore consented that he 
shall be his own executioner.^ 

Lupicaire dashed the goblet from his lips- 
he stared incredulously in De Bourgh^s face^ 
and seemed as if some sudden stroke had pal- 
sied him ; in an instant brutal rage succeeded 
to the previous moody calm ; he started vio- 
lently up, and with a shuddering oath, furious- 
ly exclaimed — 

* "What, baulk my skill ?— snatch the boy 
from my snug handiwork, and rob me of the 
credit of his disposal ? — ^by Heaven, this is too 
much !" 

" Peace, peace, Lupicaire !'' demanded De 
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Bourgh, who, fully prepared for the storm, 
had provided the means of curbing it, and 
stood by the door to prevent his evident in- 
tention of passing through ; ^^ it is not a king^s 
messenger but a common hangman that speaks 
as you do.'' 

^^ And nothing,'' retorted the ruffian, " but a 
traitor that speaks as thou !'? He advanced 
closely to where De Bourgh stood, and grin- 
ning defiance in his face, sarcastically demanded, 
^^ What ! after all thy seeming is it come to 
this ? — dost thou, indeed, imagine I am to be 
cheated by so shallow a pretence ? —I'll this 
instant to the prisoner ! On thy peril stand be- 
tween me and the king's command !" — and he 
essayed to pass by. 

But De Bourgh stood firm and unmoved, 
his calm and steady eye strangely contrasting 
with Lupicaire's wild ra|ge, and almost awing 
his fury into moderation, as he resolutely de- 
clared. ^^ At least not for the half hour shalt 
thou pass, Lupicaire, for thou art mad and 
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unfit for any office where a king'^s will is con- 
cerned. Gt> to, man-— does thy injurious sus- 
picion dare to wrong me, for that I grant unto 
a soldier''s prayer the poor privilege to slay 
himself vnth a soldier^s sword ? Shame, shame, 
comrade, thou dealest with me most wrong- 
fully. Thyself shalt see that the deed is truly 
done, there shall be no room for fraud ; but 
secure as if thy own hand had dealt it, shalt 
thou be satisfied that the blow is home. Rest 
thee, then, the brief space in content and pa- 
tience ; and in lieu of quarrelling with thy asso- 
ciate in the work, meet his willing friendship, 
and help him to pass the time in a more peace- 
ful' employment than such injurious words. 
Take up thy cup, man, and pledge me heartily ; 
thou hast my best wine, Lupicaire ; give me, in 
return, thy best companionship.*^ 

" There is no small sense in thy words, 
Master Governor," returned the ruffian, ma- 
terially softened by his address ; ^^ and although 
thou hast some little disturbed me by curtail- 
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ing SO provokingly my office, I will not refuse 
thy pledge, nor hold thee worse than thou d&, 
clarest thyself. The time, indeed, is but short, 
and I were wrong to give way to so grievous 
9 rage ; but it is gone now ; and provided thou 
seekest not to limit my proof of the certainty 
of the work, and also pledgest thyself, that in 
case at the expiration of the said period the 
boy^s heart has failed him, there shall be no 
further parley, but my trusty blade shall at 
once finish the affair, marry, and I'*ll e'en join 
in with thy request, and right jovial will we 
be;' 

** Agreed, agrteed, good comrade !" exclaimed 
De Bourgh, tendering his hand in confirma- 
tion of his promise ; ** one single half hour by 
this glass that I now turn, and then no further 
tarrying — if Arthur of Britanny be then alive, 
e'en choke him as thou wilt." 

" Content !'' cried out his companion, as ac^- 
cepting the gage, he snatched up the goblet, 
and drained it to his health and their better ac- 
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842 AKTHUB OF BAITANMY. 

quaintance : '^ I never like to be obstinat< 
always wish to perfonn my duty in a civil and 
a delicate manner. I say though, comrade, 
stick the glass between us --let all be above- 
board— no trickery — ^thou knowest IVe been 
vastly liberal in these moments of repentance — 
Ah ! Master Governor, I should not have put 
that down in thy book.*" 

'^ Perhaps not, Lupicaire ; a man, indeed, is 
not known until he''s tried ; we all like to put 
the best cast upon our faces.'' 

<^ Thou dost not mean to be personal, I 
hope, comrade?'' the fellow looked vastly 
important as he made the inquiry. " I know 
that Lupicaire is no lady's boy ; somewhat 
gruff, indeed, to look at, but-a deuced good one 
in his way ; — ^go to— we'll dispense with person- 
alities, if thou pleasest.'' 

" No allusion, my good fellow," promptly 
replied De Bourgh ; " upon my honour, I would 
not so wrong our good fellowship. Your health, 
Jjupicaire ; or if it please you better, we'U 
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drink, * Hearts of oak, wherever they be, or 
whatever the case that holds them.' ^ 

" Excellent, excellent. Master Governor !'' 
assented Lupicaire in great glee, ^< almost as 
good as thy wine — * whateVr the case that holds 
them' — capital, capital ! — I say, comrade, 
thou improvest much upon acquaintance, and 
I love thee well. — Keep an eye to the glass, 
though — let's just hit the nick of time— duty, 
thou knowest, comrade, comes before friendship 
or even wine. I'll give thee a toast in return 
for thine, * The sure and silent worker.' " 

^^ That's in allusion to thine office, I presume, 
Lupicaire ?" 

« Go to—I'm no commentator, comrade, not 
I, though thou certainly guessest not very far 
wrong; and let me tell thee, turn thou up 
thy nose even as thou pleasest, it is a need- 
ful and an useful office. Lord ! Master Go- 
vernor, didst thou but know what a variety 
of complaints I hate put a stop to in my day, 
thou wouldst indeed marvel, both at the- utility 
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of my office, and mj happy improvement thereof. 
I have, indeed, done some small work in my 
time, as thou shalt judge ;^ — and the wretch 
proceeded to particularize, with the most per- 
fect sang frmdy a number of his butcheries ; 
each successive one appearing to give him in- 
creased delight in its recital, and to stimulate 
him to a further continuation of the subject. 

De Bourgh, sickened with disgust, scarcely 
could constrain himself to listen to the hor- 
rible detail ; his wonted self-command almost 
failed him , for the very horror of so unnatural 
ferocity. It seemed as if the inhuman wretch 
would never be contented. The half-hour ^lass 
had already run out, but even that was un- 
observed in the charm of his murderous remi- 
niscences : as one victim was disposed of, ano- 
ther and another started up, and the same mi- 
nute detail of their death-struggles was given 
with even increased avidity. 

De Bourgh could endure it no longer ; even 
he, who before had so eagerly delayed the 
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fellow^s thirst for blood, was now the one to 
suggest that they were trifling, and to point 
out the expiration of the appointed time. 

^* Thou forgettest our prisoner, Lupicaire ; 
these past exploits of thine seem to drive away 
the deeds to be done, and e^en make thee 
neglect a due regard unto thy cup— enough, 
good Lupicaire, enough.*" 

" Eh ? what ?" exclaimed the miscreant, 
failing for a moment or two to rouse himself 
from the contenting scenes in which he had 
lost himself; "prisoner? time?— beshrew me, 
Master Oovemor, I was a little astray ; but, go 
to, we must have this one feat out, notwith- 
standing — 'twas so complete, so grand. Turn 
the glass again, comrade, and e^en let our 
gentle friend breathe a little longer.'" 

" Nay, nay, Lupicaire" — De Bourgh seemed 
in no way wishful for any further delay — 
" depend on it the prince is already beyond all 
mortal suflSering, 'and, if not, ^twere inhuman 
to prolong his so horrible suspense.**^ 
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^^ Oh ! thou art vastly humane, to be sure. 
Master Governor^* — the wretch assumed much 
mock compassion as he spoke— *^^ to wish thus 
to hurry a poor devil to his long account. 
Now, art thou not a strange fellow ? Be quiet, 
man, and listen to me— if he has, indeed, done 
the deed, as thou sayest, what matters another 
half hour ?^ 

^' But I like not to have it on my tnittd, 
Lupicaire; it sits not easy, that a fellow ^crea- 
ture's fate should thus be trifled vdth.*' 

" Pshaw, comrade ! humanity again ? thoult 
never do with that, depend upon it — ^take my 
advice, man, and cast it from thee as between 
thee and renown; then, indeed, with a little 
practice, and my instruction, thou mayest, 
perhaps, in time, do well enough.*" 

De Bourgh, however, seemed as little patient 
under the fellow's taunt, as willing to afford 
^him any further leisure. " Come, let us go, 
Lupicaire'* — he urged him with no small eager- 
ness — " I have no wish to rival thee in thy 
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calling; I confess, indeed, to too much com- 
passion, and that same pity constrains me t6 
insist upon our no longer tarrying ; so at once 
rouse thee up." . 

" Master Governor/' returned the miscreant, 
no longer contradicting De Bourgh's wish^ but 
at once rising from his seat, and baring his arm 
for the expected work, " marry, but thou art 
a queer man, vastly queer, indeed — of course 
thou'lt come with me, and see the scientific 
principles on which I act ?— >n my honour, but 
thy wine, comrade, is somewhat potent — ^it 
would be, indeed, a disgrace to me if the first 
blow should not tell, and a second should be 
needful — never happened to me but once, and 
then, sheer inattention.^' 

Lupic^dre, however, though somewhat dis- 
ordered on his first getting up, was not so 
intoxicated but that he could carry himself 
tolerably steadily, and knew well enough what 
he was about ; he stalked firmly forth, taking 
care that each step should be in a line with 
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De Bourgh'g, as if even yet his deep suspicion 
looked for some attempted evasion. 

A few paces brought them to the prince's 
dungeon. De Bourgh repressed his companion's 
first instant purpose of rushing upon the vic- 
tim ; he seemed to wait for a previous intima- 
tion of the prisoner's condition , and listened 
with breathless anxiety for some sound on 
which to form a judgment of his fate, at the 
same time firmly grasping th^ impatient dagger, 
which Lupicaire's provident care held ready in 
his hand. 

In the low deep in which the prison was 
situated, even had it not been night, few sounds 
would have distracted the listener's inquiry — 
now the stillness of death seemed to reign 
through those massive vaults, and made their 
very breathings audible. But no otha: sound 
reached them — their intensest bearing failed 
to detect any sign of life from the victim's 
cell. 

* * It is over !'* whispered De Bourgh to his 
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associate, as if jealous that the very walls 
should hear it. ^^ I knew he would not 
faU," 

" Tush !" retorted the other, vdth peevish 
impatience, ** 'tis not over — ^let us in. Why 
dost thou not unloose the bolts ?^^ 

De Bourgh silently removed the bars, and 
unlocking the door, threw it widely open, and 
Lupicaire rushed into the dungeon. 



m8 



360 ABTHUE OF BEITANNT. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



*<Look ! his lamp is spent^it's out ; 
This case of that huge spirit now is oolcU 
Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies 
A youth unparalleled.*' 

ArUhion^ and Cleopairtu 



The ruffian advanced one or two paces into 
the dungeon, and then suddenly halted. De 
Bourgh, too, who had instantly followed his 
steps, stood motionless at his side, as if para^ 
lized with horror, or his emotions had over- 
whelmed him. 

The spectacle, indeed, that met their eyes, 
was one that even insensibility could not have 
gazed on with indifference. The prince lay 
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bleeding on the ground, the fatal sword still 
in his breast, and his face almost buried in a 
pool of blood ; he appeared to have fallen vdtb 
a single blow, as if his death had been an 
instant one, and without a struggle. It seemed 
to be, indeed, a soldier^s deed — s5 true, so 
firmly done ; as if the victim had flinched not, 
but even long before the appointed limit, had 
delivered himself from a ruffian's hand, and 
saved a prince from an ignoble fate. 

Long was the time which elapsed ere the 
silence which had followed that intrusion on 
the scene of death was broken. Various, per- 
haps, as their spirits, were the thoughts that 
held the gazers in that deep reverie in which 
they seemed so wholly lost. In the mind of 
the ruffian Lupicaire, perhaps there was little 
emotion save mortification of a disappointed 
purpose, and sullen regret that the victim had 
escaped his ruthless hand ; but, with De 
Bourgh, many and exciting feelings seemed 
to distract him, and he gazed first at., the 
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pole, senseless body before him, and then 
glanced quickly and fearfully at the scowling 
miscreant at his side, as if he yet dreaded 
iotne further horror from his brutal borlia- 
rity, and shrunk to read in his dark, en- 
venomed frown a confirmation of his fears. 
Was it an apprehension that, even yet, the 
honoured remains of his prince should be in- 
sulted by his foul touch, or dishonoured by 
some indignity from his malignant hand ? 

8uch a thought would, indeed, seem to have 
been in his mind, from the anxious tone in 
which he at length demanded from the wretchj 

" Art thou now satisfied, Lupicaire ? See 
what a prince and a soldier will do to escape 
indignity." 

" All very fine, I dare say,'' replied the 
rufiian, sullenly ; " though, for my part, such 
matters are far above my comprehension. I'm 
vexed, too, to be baulked of so pretty a job, 
for I'm sure the gentleman would have been 
quite delighted with the finish of my handi- 
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work, and I don\ like to lose so brave an 
addition to my list — there's no denying, how- 
ever, that he has done it nobly.'' 

** And effectually, methinks, Lupicaire ?'^ at 
the same time De Bourgh drew the reeking 
sword from the body, and held it to the 
ruffian. 

^* Umph !'** interjected the fellow, reflecting- 
ly ; " these princes have a power of useless 
blood — Lord, comrade, there's at least a gallon 
on't — no wonder he had such a spirit." As 
he spoke' he took the sword from De Bourgh's 
hand, and drawing a handkerchief from out 
his pouch, deliberately wiped off the blood 
therewith, at the same time chuckling with 
fiendish glee, as he added — " Queer taste, to be 
sure, of his loving grandam, — she's to have 
a sample of the youth's best blood — ^marry, but 
I must do it to the letter, or I can't swear to 
the fact, you know ;" and he drew near to the 
body to execute the diabolical Command. 

But De Bourgh quickly stayed his purpose. 
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▼ioleDtly insisting, <* No mangling, Lupicaire ! 
By Heaven, I will not suffix one needless in- 
sult — the princess life is gone, his body is now 
no longer subject to thy warrant, nor shall it 
be touched.*" 

<< Holloa ! Master Governor !^ called out the 
savage, in no pleased astonishment ; ^^ wha^s to 
be done now? marry, I was but obeying 
orders for his heart's best blood — thou^^rt some- 
what testy, my friend.*^ 

" Testy !^- indignantly returned De Bourgb, 
with wild emotion ; ^^ with such a sight as this 
before thee — and manly beauty, ardent youth, 
and noblest valour lying slain and murdered at 
thy feet, and thy greedy soul still not content ? 
— thy pity still unmoved, while the very air, 
even in this deep cell, seems to shudder with 
horror, and my own soid trembles with an> 
guish at the sight ? Still seek to shed more 
blood, when the ground itself is sick with its 
excess, and vomits back the gore ? And thy 
incentive to the brutal act, a mother^s mou- 
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strous, detestable craving ? — oh ! it is horrible 
— it is damnable! Off, off; fiend — ^pluck out 
that hell-bom spirit — assume a pity, even if 
thou feel'st it not, lest the retching earth 
open beneath thee, and swallow thee up.**^ 

^' Ha ! ha !^ laughed out Lupicaire, un- 
moved by De Bourgh^s emotion, otherwise 
than to merriment ; ^^ how thou dost do it, 
comrade! prithee, man, don^t disturb thyself 
in that awful gait."*^ 

" Grant me patience. Heaven !*' exclaimed De 
Bourgh, in no respect moderating fromi his 
wrath, " that a woman — a mother — nay, his 
father^s own mother, should thus forswear her 
sex, forget a woman'^s dearest feelings, and 
turn a mother^s tenderness into a yearning foi 
her offspring's blood— perhaps his very mur- 
derer ! It sickens one^s very soul to think of 
so unnatural, so horrible a hatred. But has 
that inhuman queen — ^that she- wolf of cruelty, 
indeed so cursed her nature ? ^Tis impossible. 
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Lupicaire, ^tis impossible — thou art trifling 
with my simplicity, and dost but mock me ?^ 

^^ As thou pleasesty comrade,^ quietly re- 
turned Lupicaire, as he folded up the bloody 
token, and returned it to his pouch : ^^ as thou 
pleasest — thou art indeed but an obstinate man, 
and I care not to convince one who won^t be 
convinced. I had, however, as lief go back 
without my head as without this said certifi- 
cate of the deed ; for her most gracious queen- 
ship would take especial care that not a jot of 
the pay came into my hands — a result by no 
means contenting to our trusty Lupicaire.^ 

" Peace ! Lupicaire,^' impatiently called out 
De Bourgh ; " my very blood boils within me 
for indignation at so foul a spirit. Oh ! heavy 
will this blood one day sit on that remorseless 
woman^s soul — even bitterly will that crimson 
token rise up in judgment against her. But 
let us leave this fearful spot, Lupicaire — I am 
faint with horror — let us return to our unfi- 
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fiiahed goblet, and drown this sad sight in 



wine.*" 



ic 



Willing, comrade — right good and con- 
tenting proposition — only," —the ruffian pointed 
callously to the body as he spoke — " let us 
first scan the poor deviPs features, that I may 
e'en swear to his identity with a safe con- 
' science. I have no doubt, comrade, 'tis all right, 
and I would gladly take thy word for it — but 
I am very scrupulous, sadly over-teiider i»tt 
that point ; and, as thou thyself mUst sSe, as 

he now lies, it might just as well be any one 

. - 1\ 
dse, as the Arthur Plantagenet, &c., a^t 

forth in my warrant. I wish to be perfectly 
obliging, comrade, but duty thou knowest, 
Master Governor — duty." 

** Very proper, Lupicaire,'' calmly returned 
De Bourgh; and at the 'same time stooping 
down, he turned the body on its back and ex- 
posed the ghastly features of the prince, still 
noble and commanding, even in the discoloured 
and pallid state in which they now appeared. 
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Lupicaire stood close by the body, as De 
Bourgh thus occupied himself; the bloody 
sword so lately drawn from the victim^s breast, 
was still in his hand ; he gazed for a moment 
on the well-known features, and ere his jeuix* 
ious companion had resumed the eager scru- 
tiny, with which until that moment his quick 
eye had never failed to mark his every move- 
ment, he had struck the sword into the princess 
hand, and pitched it with scornful derision 
over the body. 

De Bourgh only imperfectly saw the action ; 
he turned his face quickly towards the ruffian, 
who had already advanced to plunge the steel 
into the victim's heart — the sword's point had 
even now touched the body, when springing up 
like lightning, he darted on the monster, and 
struck the weapon from his hold — 

" Wretch ! — hangman — devil !'' he exclaimed 
with almost convulsing rage ; " stay thy sacri- 
legious hand ! What wouldest thou do, mis- 
creant ? does not horrifying death content thy 



ARTHUR OF BRITANNY. 259 

ruthless soul, but must thou add insult to 
destruction? Avaunt thee, monster ! I have 
sworn that no ruffian''s tx>uch shall pollute these 
honoured remains, much less mutilate them in 
the very wantonness of cruelty. Off, off, wretch ! 
as I am a man and respect my vow, darest 
thou again to insult that sacred corpse, by 
Heaven, this arm shall make a corpse of 
thee/' 

" Whew ! whew !" interjected the wretch, in 
a tone, in which contempt, insolence, and reck- 
less indifference struggled against the momen- 
tary effect of De Bourgh'*s energetic action ; 
*^ thou art warm. Master Governor ; somewhat 
offensive to the rules of true fellowship and 
good breeding. It matters not, indeed, or else 
perhaps our trusty Lupicaire could prove to 
thee, that talking is not exactly doing-- it 
matters not, I say — I have pledged thee at 
thy board — my lips have tasted of thy hos- 
pitality, and my heart is still so warm with 
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thy cheer, that I'll not let a little hasty ire 
break the bond of our fellowship,'" 

De Bourgh^s quick rage, or whatever his 
emotion, had passed by ere the miscreant had 
finished speaking, and he had already tutored 
himself to the necessity of a continued repres- 
sion of his feelings, as also to submit to the 
farther, though he hoped, brief violence to 
them, to which circumstances compelled him, 
and he hurriedly accepted the fellow^s revolting 
advances with the best grace that he could. 

" Thou art too bad, Lupicaire,^ he said, in 
a voice still trembling with emotion, " to tempt 
one thus ; for my mere oath^s sake, thou might- 
est have spared that insult — so uncalled-for too 
— so useless.'' 

" Go to, don't trouble thyself with explanar- 
tions, Master Governor,'' superciliously inter- 
rupted the ruffian, the deep rancour of his 
heart betraying itself through the slight cover- 
ing that he cared to put on, ** they are quite 
as uncalled-for, as they are useless ; I have had 
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my fling and thou thine, so we are equal, thou 
knowest. Marry, though, I pity the weakness 
that would thus risk our good feeling for so 
pitiful a trifle — why, man, I but sought to be 
sure of the genuine stuff for my honoured lady, 
his beldame grandam — ^but let it pass — I for- 
give thy testiness, as I said before, for thy 
wine's sake.^^ 

"Well, well, Lupicaire," — De Bourgh as- 
sumed the most careless tone that his disturbed 
feelings permitted — " let us think no more on't ; 
let it pass, as thou sayest; I was hot at the 
moment, testy, or what thou pleasest — let it 
pass ; this sickening spectacle before us has 
somewhat disordered me." 

" And made thee faint,"' shrewdly added the 
ruffian, "as thou toldest me ; though in good 
truth I found not thy arm so very powerless, 
comrade." 

" Mere impulse of the moment," quickly 
returned De Bourgh, " a mere flash — one in- 
stant seen, the next gone. But let Us leave this 
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place, Lupicaire— I am almost giddy with hor- 
ror, and a goblet of wine will be no ungracious 
cordial to me ; come, let us away," 

^^ 1 would still fain have a small token of the 
work,^ observed t;he hesitating miscreant, look- 
ing wistfully towards the body ; ^^ the nose, or 
an ear — grandam would pay well.^ 

^^ Desist, man !^ impatiently called out Be 
Bourgh ; and putting his arm around him, he 
forced him from the dungeon. Hastily closing 
the door, he safely locked it ; and possessing 
himself of the key, for fear, as he told his 
companion, of any prying curiosity or acci- 
dental chance betraying their -secret work, 
he conducted Lupicaire to the higher apart- 
ments of the castle, and soon placed before 
him a fresh and ample supply for his extremest 
desires. 

He quickly swallowed off the contents of a 
huge goblet, and then, feigning that the 
draught failed to recruit him from his sickness, 
quitted his more comfortable companion for 
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the declared purpose of trying how far the 
open air would restore him. 

Lupicaire in no measure objected to his de- 
parture ; his sotted senses indeed were already 
only partially capable of being conscious of 
the fact; he qua£Ped again and again; the 
companionship of his cup was far more con- 
tenting than any other companionship, and soon 
he even lost that consciousness in an overpower- 
ing sleep. 

When the morning arrived, many strange, 
inquiring looks passed among the garrison ; 
curiosity seemed to demand some explanation 
of the midnight d^turbance : and when De la 
Bray was known to have quitted his command, 
and the ruffian messenger appeared, men shook 
their heads and looked ambiguously, as if their 
silent doubts should speak that they dared not 
to utter with their lips, even to themselves. 

The day passed on — the prince was stated to 
be sick, sick even to death^s door. Those silent 
conjectures became bolder certainties; men 
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whispered in . hidden oornera, aad toelo^;«dr*0 
their growing convictions that all waaaoli si|^V 

that some deed of dark horror, waa iiiedita(led£ 

* 

on the prisoner. . * • "'. i •' ^*' 

At length it was declared Uiat the capllye 
was dead. The whisperers now cared nbt- tO"' 
use caution in their expressed belief of the^ 
princess fate ; they openly declared theur ooiW 
viction of his real doom — loudly pr6elained^ 
that a foul murder had been perpetrated,' and 
cried out against the bloody act. £yen the 
mercenary Braban^ons, who had conveyed tfaef 
prince from Mirabeau, and had continued ever 
since their jealous custody, thereby so fatally 
assuring his security — even they, impressed 
with admiration of his high and princely bear- 
ing, condemned a deed that numbered hira 
among the victims of a base assassin. While 
the regular garrison, men of more generous 
minds, and whose lukewarm adherence to the 
usurper biassed not their judgments to any 
favourable decision on his actions, loudly de- 
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nounoed the deed as the work of his inhuman 
tyranny, called out shame on his cruelty, and 
ptayed that retribution might soon fall upon 
his guilty head« 

And when he, the ruffian messenger of the 
tyrant''s will, the supposed murderer^ came 
iSn*th, their indignation knew tio bounds, they 
rose into open violence and demanded that he 
^ould be givoi to their rage ; nor was it with- 
out much entreaty, and the full exercise of his 
jiuthority, that De Bourgh, whose character 
assured them of his innocence from all partici^ 
pation in the deed, at length rescued him from 
his peril, and secured his instant escape from 
Falaise. 

, As the day went on, that ebullition of popu- 
lar feeling somewhat subsided ; indignant rage 
became hatred and detestation : and at night, 
men awoke from their uneasy slumbers to curse 
the kingly murderer, and then return to the 
fearful dreams that haunted them. 

The night dragged heavily along, daylight 
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and atidthte BK^nung ouooe; k wbb a bisaYj^ 
cheerksB, drodpii^ motih— muffled drums mett 
beadi^---tibe caade-beU lolled dow ttid inoteft- 
fully, and all things declared that soBie sad 
and melancholy rite .was about to be |>er- 
£anned. 

The funeral of the deceased prmoe was al- 
ready proceeding. 

Appointed at that early period, as well through 
fear of contagion from the virulent disease tb 
which he was stated to have fallen a^ sacriice, 
as that the Braban^ns, whose commander had 
already, from some unknown reason, directed 
their instant removal from a post, now no 
longer with any interest, might testify their 
regard to the departed by the last honours, 
which brothers in arms, if not in cause, could 
pay to an illustrious and valiant soIcHer, the 
sad procession was almost at break of day 
moving towards the castle garden, 'to deposit 
there, in his early grave, all that now remained 
of the once brave and noble Britanhy. 
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.Tb^ good brothers of La Monte chauated 
jpr^yecs for his eternal peace, as the body was 
carried slowly to its last abode ; their calm and 
bply appearance strongly contrasting with the 
yitiied signs of bitter feeling, that seemed to 
rule the armed men who lined the way by which 
they passed. 

Short was that way — briefly indeed did they 
reach the grave of worth and manliness, and 
sooii w^ that poor victim of inhuman violence 
there deposited. A short prayer was offered 
up by the kind Father Clement for his quiet 
rest in that early tomb — the earth was closed 
o;(rer him — the last honours completed— -and the 
crowd withdrew, some hastily, as if ciarried 
iiway by indignant wrath — some slowly, as 
,mtb the sad pensiveness of sorrow-and all 
/Oppressed with x^ grateful emotions. 

, Scarcely had another hour elapsed ere the 
whple of the foreign mercenaries had quitted 
Falaise^ and restored the fortress to the unre- 
stricted control of its former governor. FrcHB 

n2 
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beiDg a close, jealous prisoDj each mpnao^t 
Wjatched with eager industry and suspicion, it 
waa now only guarded with that .wonted ^are' 
which discipline demanded in all JTort^^ 
places ; and the regular routing of such a du^y 
had already commenced, though in some ^uqt 
small degree rendered a careless one^ through 
the confusion and disorder resulting from so 

.^ ^ ^^^^^ .^^. -n^^. 

too, 4n exciting interest which engrossed, almost 
universal attention within the castle* wa}l$, .^ 
holy scene was acting, that seemed to regard 
not any earthly changes, any earthly inter^ts. 
A deep and solemn sound again and again was 
heard, imdulating softly through the weighted 
air, and breathing peace even to the most Ru- 
bied breast. The good brothers of La Monte 
were chaunting a requiem for the soul of tl^e 
departed ; they had returned from th^ grave 
to the castle chapel, and there soon had their 
pious work drawn round them the whole^body 
of the garrison to unite in that holy aqt^ ^d 
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nidtilge the same r^et^ for the least generous 

kihoiig them failed not to feel it' deeply.' 
'■^ ■• * 
*Nor was their governor absent ; the good De 

Boiirgh indeed had been the means, against 

tne prejudice of many, of introducing that holy 

band within the castle on this mournful occa^- 

tfton; and now he joined the piotis fathers 

heartily in their charitable work, mixing in 

meir foremost rank ; and, the requiem ended, 

continued his attention even to the conducting 

A. 

* » ■ 

them back to their monastery, as if no respect 
w^e too great for so holy and kind offices. 

With men excited by grisat events, mhiuter 
incidents pass unnoticed ;— we heed not the 
light of the stars when the mOon shines upon 
our path— even so, those Sympathizing on^; 
who then gave their hearths best pity for the' 
hapless lot of him for whose peace they prayed, 
thought not of any other but that engrossing 
interest; nor saw they that the number of the 
"holy fathers was increased — that a pale and 
ghastly brother had joined their party, no one 
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scarcely of themsdTes, knew- y^ea or how/ and 
on his hended ktiees, before tfie altar^ aotight 
to hide his tottering weakness. Perhaps, 'in^ 
deed, they saw him not, nor thought of Ms 
muffled features, save that grief for tl^ fate of 
one so young and so unfortunate, or a devotion 
that carried him beyond earthly things, had 
made him shrink even more closely within him- 
self, and cover himself up from all ungrateful 
curiosity. 

The kind Father Clement had seen his 
distress; and no sooner was the pious office 
over, than with the warm zeal of Christian 
charity, he hasted to support his weakness, 
and raised his fainting body from the ground. 
The sufferer stared wildly at the good man, as 
if his woe had distracted him ; but the father 
had at the instant replaced his cowl, which in 
raising him up had fallen back, and supporting 
him on his arm, the holy procession moved on ; 
the beholders being divided between compassion 
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{qx the fainting brother^ and admiration of the 
^aintrlike meekness of the ancient prior, who 
thus, as a good shepherd, tended so kindly the 
feeble members of his flock. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
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'^ There WMAspeedi in their dmiibiwsB, ~ • 
Language in their Yery gesture ; 
They looked as they had heard of 
A world xansomed, or one destroyed.** 

Winder's Talc 



It was with much difficulty that the fainting 
brother could be conveyed to the oonveiit of ha 
Monte; Father Clement^s aged strength, indeed^ 

had soon relinquished his burthen to a more able 

I 

support, when, retired to some. distance from 
the castle, their small party was no Iong» f^ub- 
ject to observation, save from the ample rustics 



I 

of the country, who saw nothing in the suf* 
ferer but the weakness 6f a feeble man. Even 
the good brothers themselves knew little more ; 
it was their loved superior's wish that every 
kind care should be bestowed upon him, and 
that, with hearts so wholly attached, was 
enough to secure their heartiest co-operation. 
They might isurmise, indeed ; — perhaps some 
pilgrim, fainting with fatigue, or some penitent, 
sinking under the excess of self-inflicted punish- 
ment — *- it might be, some beloved friend of 
the deceased prince — eould it be some adoring 
heart, whose thread of life hung on his, and 
which the same blow that had destroyed him 
had snapped asunder ? Their curiosity sought 
to scan his features, in confirmation of such a 
beUtf, but the same careful concealment of 
tbem^ that had before governed him, stiA 
baulked the design, and their simple fand8e^ 
contented^' themselves with such an exfdanation 
as ap^red to each the most probable. 

)At' kngdi -they reached tia Morite; the 

N 3 
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stranger was laid in the prior*s dim bed^ 'and 
tended by his own hands, as if it had b^eti Ms 
son. Holy functions called off the good brotl^ers^ 
attention, distracting thdr notice f^d^'^'the 
stranger, and he soon became to them' f>trl!^as 
one of the many objects of their c6nVeri£*s 
charity. ' 

The kind-hearted De Bourgh too seemed 
interested in the stranger^s recovery ; again aind 
again, under the mask of obtaining ghostly 
counsel from the pious Father Clement, visit- 
ing and comforting his sickbed. No wonder, 
that with such care and kindness, the poor 
sufferer should recover, his failing strength 
pass into returning vigour, and the wandering 
of his mind no longer perplex him. " 

Such results, indeed, had soon followed, 
from the parental solicitude that watched over 
him. Ere the third d^y had yet departed, he 
was recruited in mind, and invigorated in body, 
and but few vestiges remained of his late suf- 
fering, though from some secret object, the 
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extent of hia amendment was not suffered to 
appeac. ' 

. Many and long were die conferences which 
took place between hhn and De Bourgh, and 
extreme was the anxiety which appeared almost 
miiversally to mark the good man'^s countenance, 
each time that he parted from him, and seemed 
to. haste back to Falaise, as if to attempt 
some eager purpose. 

It was on the third evening, as he was now 
leaving the convent, after having resigned his 
charge for the night to the care of the good 
Clement, that he overheard an anxious appeal, 
at the convent gate, for a temporary shelter for 
a poor wretched wanderer, whom a pitiless 
storm of anguish had overtaken, and who 
sought a protection until it passed by, or he. 
had gained strength to confront iU 

De Bourgh started with surprise, he fancied 
that the tones of the speaker's voice were well 
known to him ; he rushed eagerly to the gate, 
and beheld a gravelling merchant pleading for 
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tbe.admiainon of lib oowpaidaii; .s:itight fitiip^ 
ling, who, at some paoes bdiiiid hin^ . mihi 
downcast qres . and trambUng expeotatioDi^ 
seemed almost fearfully, to < wait die ^gkiod' 
fatbars^ decision. ... v 

At the XBstant De Boiiigh appearedi :^tlia.: 
merchant paused in his entreaty, and seemed 
perplexed wi6i some sudden disorder;^ Oe 
Bourgh, however, for the moment failed tojde*^ 
teet any previous acquaintance with the man; 
he looked eagoiy. from him to his companies*** 
the youth glanced up, as if inquiring the oc^ 
casion of the pause — his eyes passed quiokly 
around the small assembled group*— they en- 
countered his— it was as a lightning^s flash— r-he 
uttered one loud astonished cry, and darted 
to. his arms. 

The good man pressed the fluttering heart 
that trembled against his with such wild emotion, 
still closer to his breast— anxious and repeated 
were his whispers to repress his so tumultuous 
excitement, or at least restrain it to a -more 
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ikting opportonity ; but it w|i8 to little srail-^ 
be loolusd in . distress to the elder traveller, ai 
if'toobtsiii his aid for the moderation of th^ 
raging tempest of feeling, which seemed be^ 
yond all control, and which, despite his care, 
threatened each moment to burst out mth 
utildest fury. But he felt that it could not be 
restrained-^that the -very expectation of any 
forbearance was a mockery unto feeling; he 
relinquished the attempt, and hastily motion^' 
ing his companion to follow, almost carried the 
boy into the convent. He saw haw extreme 
curiosi^ was excited among the fathers, dread* 
ed lest any frantic word might betray, what 
his anxiety so eagerly sou^t to conceal; and 
oonf used with the hurry and disorder of the 
moment, almost unconsciously led* die way 
to leather dementis cell, and without further 
hesitation burst into the apartm«it. 
: The good man looked anxiously for an 
explanatioaof the disturbance ; his chai^, too$ 
seemed not slightly agitated with alarmp**-lle 
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•larted firom bis ooudi — Soatxnoe momeat h^dd 
the preoioiu burtheQ that De Bouxgh Jii|i(x)iet- 
ed| and with ooiiTiilaye tnnuport daqped him 
tohisheart. 

It might rather have been the ailence of 
deadi, than the riot of wild emotion, which 
then entranoed them-*-«o breathless was die 
panse which ensued. It is perhaps seldom 
given to humanity to feel such* an ecstacj, as 
of that moment, and only by feeling can it be 
known — ^themost vivid description, which ima- 
gination could attempt, were tame and spiritless 
to the impassioned reality. They had lain in 
the deep abyss of misery — at once had a 
heaven of bliss burst upon them. 

Arthur of Britanny was indeed snatched 
from the murderous doom that hung over him, 
and now pressed to his heart the fond partner 
of all its joys and sorrows, his beloved Marie. 

De Bourgh^s faithful affection had been the 
means of his escape. The first sight indeed of 
the fearful mandate that consigned the prince 



AllTHl^ll OIF BRITAKKT. SJd 

to l^n imrtant butchery, and moire especially of 
the f<etock>us wretch who came to execute the 
deed, 'cruf^hed the very thought of his delive- 
rance; hope seemed a mockery, and already 
was he in his mind the mangled victim of a 
tyrant^s cruelty. But when De la Bray 
qpumed with sudi warm indignation the mur- 
d^ous office^ and so unexpectedly abandoned 
his command ; the anxious seal of the good 
man rose into instant action, and the possibility 
of his princess preservation reanimated his 
exertion. 

One thing was in his favour-— the sentinel 
on guard for the ni^t was his friend ; De 
Bourgh had saved his life, and the man was 
not ungrateful. But the known principles on 
which the Braban9on guards invariably, acted, 
forbade the mere attempt to gain them to the 
princess interest ; and the ruffian himself was 
too deeply bribed and too resolutely bent on 
the execution of the warrant, to be baulked 
of his purpose. He tried indeed to circumvent 



9B0 AltTHVft OF BmiTASSTi... 

tnoi by iBteucatioii9 but the £bHow^>mttsiieii 
and the slight effect of hit libatims, ^tltageiiim 
thwarted the attempt* At lengthy when iliQOcr 
in despair of any good result from his-iotefw 
ference, he suddenly thought of iht JhtoxaiS 
dous soheme of Arthur^s feigned sdf-de^lrue<*i 
tioo ; he instantly prepared the prthce fbr^ii^^ 
plan, sent hastily for the good Father OemeB^ 
a sealous friend of tlie house of Britenny^ iiiio 
fcMtunatdy happened tlien to be iilk Fahds^'t 
and leaving to him the execution of the design^^^ 
returned to the miscreant Lupicaire, but jost^ 
in time to prevent the frustraticm of their 
wishes. In the meantime Father Clement had 
pHrepared a potent drug, which, by throving 
the prince into a death«like insensibility, would 
deceive the ruiBan into tbebelief of his real: 
death ; but whether from the hurry in which 
it was made ready, or that Arthur*l3 mortal 
e&citement counteracted its effect,' the opiate 
for a time fiuled in its operation ; and, but fdr 
the further delay which Lupicaire'^s tided 
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o/hhaikketY haiL oecasioiied^ idl their. anxioM 
cttTcr woiikl have been without amL- Ab it 
i»a% llie good father had only just dkpoied-of 
thebpdyin its murdered semblanoe, when De 
Bouff^'s anxiety, lest the drag should eease: 
its.^ «Sect before all the eads of its use were 
aosfireredv brought him and his birutal oompaL 
okm to the dungeon. 

It has already been seen with what minute 
attention De Bourgh watched the ruffian, lest 
bis insatiate thirst of blood should, in the mere 
wantonness of cruelty, essay some fatal violenoe^f 
as alio how nearly even his extremest vigilance 
was eluded;- no sooner, however,* had heper«» 
suaded the fellow to retire, than his purppae 
saemed already accomplished. Butmudiyetre** 
maiaed to be done ; leaving therefore Lupicaine 
to the quick fiirgetfulness of his cup, De Bourgh 
listened to rouse the Braban^on leader, and^ 
ptxlucing the kiog^s wmrant, and briefly ad«* 
vising him of De laBray*s resignation of . his 
trust, he required of him, as the next in con]^ 
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Aland, to see that the exeeatkmer had w^ done 
Ms work. 

A few moments am|dj satisied.the hat& 
awakened chief, and as De Bourgh had antkn-^ 
pated, decided him instantly to wididrow Ulb 
men from the castle and rgoin the tjrmnt. 
Without (his, indeed, his faiths plans were 
doubtful, if not impossible of attmnment. -Rc^ 
leased from the prjring, jealous suspicion' of 
these heartless hirdings, they were easily aceonm 
f^hed ; for the regular ganison neither stts- 
pected any thing, nor had they any so inciting 
motive for their interference. . Their less prac^ 
tised judgments therefore were readily imposed 
upon ; the prince, still but imperfectly recovered 
from the effects of the drug, joined the good 
brothers in their procession along the liantm 
galleries of the castle, unnoticed and unsus- 
pected — and he was saved. 

It was in entire ignorance of her husband's 
lodgment in the convent, that Marie had sought 
La Monte. Under the guidance of Louvaine, 
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whose jester^a garb stood them in no Bmall 
account on the occasion, she had happily eflected 
her escape from Mirabeau, while yet the bostk 
and confusion occasioned by har hnsband^s 
sudden capture, left unguarded the avenues, of 
retreoiL In die disguise g^ travelling mex^ 
ehants tbey had tracked, as wdl as they could, 
the route the escort had taken^ Louvaine haviDg 
on the outset gained much certain informatkm 
in the village stables^ where his bold theft of 
one of the soldier's horses had so perplexed 
De la Bray ; and having been foiled thcou^ 
his so often altered course, had only that day 
learnt their real destination, and had sought the 
oonvent, as being at once near to the place of 
Arthur'^s confinement, and offering, from the 
good elements known attachment, a sure and 
safe asylum, until some happier disposal could 
be contrived. Arthur had indeed, through De 
Bourgh, sent messengers in all probable direc- 
tions to apprise her by secret hints of his 
actual condition : but her quick and unlooked* 
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for flight had prevented dieir reachuig her. 
If, howevery she had not learnt her huslMmd''s 
escape, she had not heard of his believed^ and 
universally talked-of death ; that cmel, it might 
indeed have been fatal, blow was iqwred to 
her, and she reached La Monte in a blessed 
ignorance. Her wild agitation on so uhexpect- 
tedly bdiolding De Bourgh, has already been 
described, but her overwhelming rapture at the 
bliss to which he so swiftly bore h^^ is beyond 
description— as has before been said, it may be 
felt, but cannot be described. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



c< pied he not in his bed ? Where should he die ? 

Gen I makemen live, whe*r they will or no ? 

Alive again ? then shew me where he in, 

1*11 give a thousand pound to look upon him.'* 

King Henry VI. 



History tells ub that the usurper John 
had soon sufficient cause to repent the believed 
murder of his nephew ; it seemed indeed to 
have stamped his character with the last stigma 
of infamy, and to have brought down upon his 
already hated name an universal detestation. 
Men were struck with horror at so atrocious a 
murder> their very souls revolted from a wretch 
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capable of so foid a deed, and the tyrants 
heart quailed for fear of the wild tempest of 
indignation which he had Rtirred up against his 
already uncertain throne. 

The Bretons themselves, mad with rage and 
furious with the disappointment of their cer- 
tain expectation of beholding their prince in 
the possession of his rightful crown, swore an 
implacable revenge, and neither spared their 
own most devoted energies, nor ceased to influ- 
ence others, by their persisted importunity, to 
revenge the murder of so brave and noble a 
prince. 

The revolted barons too, urged on by the 
impetuous La Marche, persevered the more 
obstinately in their rebelli<Mi— wavering hearts 
no longer hesitated to declare against such a 
monster — even the adherence of his most trusted 
vassals was cold and listless — all men hated 
him, none cared to support, scarcely to coun- 
tenance the perpetrator of such cruelty ; and 
John saw himself a mark for men^s disgust, 
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separated frooi bis species as its disgrace, and 
pointed at as infamy. 

It was true, indeed, that in his base soul 
there was no compunctuous feeling--no shame 
— no regret-*-such as a less degraded mind must 
have experienced from so universal, and so 
deserved an odium; but John felt extremely 
enough its instant consequences, in that pecu^ 
liar form which could alone reach him, and his 
cowardioeand fears increased tenfold the ter- 
rible array against him. 

But, besides all this violent and active indigo- 
nation, which threatened both his crown and 
life, there was an even deeper and bitterer sting 
that racked his inmost soul to acutest agony — 
it was not that he was only now a murderer— 
that it was his own blood that he had spilt— or 
that the victim was so illustrious, that he felt 
so horribly its remembrance— «la8 f murder 
imd the shedding of noble blood was indeed no 
new thing to him ;— it was the almost hourly 
picture of the deed, which the open curses, the 
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haif-6uppret8ed iriiiflpart, the eecrot binti, even 
of those of his' rery houaeholdy were ever pie- 
aenting to hinSf which fixed the Uoody act in 
those vivid liaeaments on his mind, that agcxij 
meant nothing to that which he endured. Still 
it was not contrition for the crime— not remorse 
for having destroyed so near a relative — not 
sorrow ihs^ his bitter hate should have cot 
dawn so. fair and rich a plant: it was nought 
but servile, dastard, trembling fear — ^fear, lest 
the unearthly form of the murdered prince 
should stalk before him, and plunge him into 
that hell of torment, which he feigned to laugh 
at, but which his shuddering soul acknow- 
ledged eyen to convulsive horror — it was a 
coward's tqrror, the fearful dread of a guilty 
mind, the trembling of a murderer'^s consieience. 
Some indistinct rumours had got abroad that 
P|*ipce Arthur was not indeed murdered; he 
clung Jbndly to the hope, as a drowning man 
tQ,;t^. iper^st straw — he sought to trace the 
rumour— nayi his harrowed feelings would have 
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g^vep fffen half his ill-gotten tlmme to hft^e 
r^tered to him the life of ivhidi he had rohbed 
himi But oil his care, all hia anxiety wat 
wHhQOt arail) the rumours seemed without 
jt^ivadatioii^ the inhuman attestors of the mur- 
cUf oBiy affrighted his soul the more horribly- 
^II. its fearful and eallous recital, and m^ 
S^r^tanny SLp^eared to claim his stolen rights. 

/,But the fastly increasing dang^s which 
i\aea,pm^ him compelled him to some struggle 
t9;§seape them*— resistance he scarcdy thought 
ofiiHia enemies had appealed to King Philip as 
their. liege lord md his, and had demanded jtfs- 
tice at his hands for the miurder of their prince. 
The active ambition of the French kmg at 
once profited by the opportunity, and embraced 
sa &Yourable a means of attaining his long 
desired and dearest wishes. 

. He smnmoned John to answer to the charge 
b^iure him, and on his failure to appear, 
condemned him as a felon, and dedared all his 
tenritories in France to be forfeited. 

TOL. III. o 
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Nor was Philip backward to give efiPect to 
his sentence ; supported by almost all the great 
vassals of his crown, and opposed by ncxie, 
his arms drove the feeble tyrant IWnn one hold 
to another, until, in the sequel, the whole of his 
ancestral kingdom of Normandy was conquered 
from him. He was, too, expelled from Anjou, 
Maine, and the other provinces belonging to 
his mother; and of all the continental territories 
which had so long been annexed to the English 
crown, scarcdy one remained^— the French king 
had added them to his realm, and obtained 
thereby an accession of power and grandeur 
which has ever since established his kingdom 
among the highest in the scale of nations. 

But John was not yet degraded enough ; 
nothing that he did prospered ; a curse hung 
over him, and signed him as the son of per- 
dition. 

Weak as he felt himself to be, his wayward 
humours brought him into differences with the 
papal government ; at each step was he defeated, 
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and at length glad, as the only chance of retain- 
ing any authority, to resign his crown and 
receive it back as a vassal of Rome. 

His barons scorned and hated so worthless a 
monarch. At a time when personal valout* and 
personal prowess were alone estimable, so fee* 
ble and cowardly a prince might well be de- 
spised and detested; the proud barons sought, 
on his degradation, to found their own advance- 
ment : they united together in immense power, 
and demanded from their sovereign, in the tone 
almost of conquerors, the restitution of their 
liberties. The infatuated John passionately 
denied their demands, even refused all confer- 
ence with them; but the nobles already felt 
their strength, as that they were even then too 
far committed to hesitate or retreat ; they 
boldly levied war on the king, urged forward 
their arms, and quickly followed up their suc- 
cesses, until tike impotent tyrant was left with 
a retinue of but seven knights, and compelled 
to submit at discretion. 

o 2 
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Not unfrequently the hapfMest effects result 
ftwa the basest causes : the desire of self-ag- 
gimdisemeDt with tyrant noUes, and the 
oovard fear of a vile usurper, gave to this 
oeuntry a boon, which has secured the liberty 
of the meanest of her citizens, and holds her 
up to the world as an object of envy and admi^ 
ntion. 

But though his present fears forced, ftom 
the false tyrant, the unwilling grant, as. his 
only chance of escaping the perils that hung 
over him — although he still kept up the fraud 
by the feigned enforcement of the new law? 
to which he had subscribed, he but awaited a 
suitable opportunity to throw off the mask and 
re^assert his authority. 

He felt indeed his degradation — ^it was per^ 
haps the first consciousness that had struck him 
of his baseness ; he had not felt as base his 
cowardly insolence— he had not felt as base 
the dishonour done to the noblest families of 
his realm by his gallantries — ^he had not felt 
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as base his ingratitude, his reckless cruelty^ 
his mean cowardice ; neither had the shamed 
ful expulsion from his French territories, nor 
die loss of all his ancestral provinces been 
thought of as base : but when his own vassals 
Exulted over him as his conquerors, and he 
saw himself, as he thought, mocked and derided^ 
with but the shadow of a sceptre, then his 
baseless sunk deeply in his mind. He gtew 
sullen and peevish, and seemed to wish to 
hide his shame in deep retirement. 

But his rancorous cruelty slept not there; his 
bitter rage but prepared, in that feigned soli- 
tude, for a fatal vengeance. He recalled his 
foreign soldiers, bribed their worst ferocity 
with the promise of the sacking of the country, 
and the dividing of its spoils. With one hand, 
he demanded from the Pope, as his feudal 
master, the aid of the strong thunders of the 
apostolic throne ; and with the other, offered 
to the Miramolin of Morocco, to change his 
religion and become a Mahometan, in return for 
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his aitreated aaiBHtance. And no soooer were 
his plans completed) than, tearing off the mask, 
he rushed upon the unsuspecting ncbles, and 
spread devastation throughout the land. His 
u^Tage rage seemed without any limit ; flames, 
and tortures, and misery were his delight ; and 
inciting his barbarous mercenaries to a more 
ferocious cruelty, he laid waste the whole 
country, with an atrocity at which humanity 
shudders. 

But that reign of terror was but a brief one, 
and only plunged him into a more instant des- 
truction : the barons recovered from their 
stupor, Prince Lewis was called over to their 
assistance, and, as the husband of King Henry^s 
grand-daughter, acknowledged as their sove- 
reign. The effect of the princess coming was 
instantaneous : John^s foreign troops at once 
went over to his enemy, his castles fell daily 
from his hands, and his condition became more 
extreme than ever ; and he was even now pre- 
paring to fight one great battle to decide his 
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own and his kingdom's fate^ when^ in crossing 
the Lincolnshire coast, he was . overtaken by 
the tide, losing thereby 'all his carriages, trea- 
sure, and regalia ; and the mortification of the 
disaster so afflicted him, that his sinking 
strength no longer sustained him, and he died 
at Newark, some say by poison, in the forty- 
ninth year of his age, and the eighteenth of 
his reign, hated, unpitied, and unlamented. 

But during all these changing fortunes — no, 
not eyen in his lowest extremity, when the 
mere name would have crushed him, did Arthur 
of Britanny ever appear, nor even did the 
suspicion of his existence break through the 
now certain belief of his death. Nor when 
the guilty tjrrant lay writhing amid the hor- 
rors of a fearful death-bed, did he suspect 
that at least one of those terrible ¥ritnesse8, 
which his tortured soul each moment beheld 
pleading foir his eternal torment^ had indeed 
no charge of murder against him ; and his last 
expiring cry was the name of Britanny, as 
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•oreftimng it madly out, its coiiTuking horror 
deitroyed him. 

The tyrant^s death 'rdeaaed many from pain 
and suffering, for the reign of his scm, Henry 
the Third, commenced with the healing band 
of clemency. But to none perhaps was it a 
a greater relief than to the gentle Isabella. For 
sixteen long and heavy years had she endured 
the galling chain wherewith a father^s cruelty 
had cursed her existence ; and though faithfully, 
and with meek submission, she had done her 
duty to her husband, yet still did her heart 
never cease to think of him, who was indeed 
the lord of her affections, the husband of her 
choice. And no sooner was the barrier re- 
moved which separated her from happiness, 
than her yearning soul sprung to the idol of 
her thoughts, and the faithful La Marche was at 
length repaid for his longhand hardly-tried truth, 
and in many years of happiness found the full 
reward of his sufferings. 

Oh ! with what rapture would another suf- 
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ferer from that cruel tyranny have hail^ t;|iis 
joyous though tardy deliverance ! — bHt,aJ4|i. a 
virgin grave had long since closed over the 
afflicted Eleanor— a broken heart had long since 
sapped her existence. Her^s was indeed an af- 
flicted cup — she had not one earthly hope, not 
one comfort save in the gracious IsabcUa^st^- 
demess. Already had her beloved mother cea8^d 
to be, and she knew not that her brother lived, 
even that mercy was denied to her — for the 
devoted Louvaine never reached to tell it. He 
returned, indeed — instantly that he had deli- 
vered the Princess Marie to her husband, d^d 
he, in neglect of her so earnest entreaty, ni#h 
back to his anxious post — he gained the cou^t 
too-— but it was only for his quick destnictioi; : 
promptly was he denounced in the bloody 
council for his known attempt at Prififre 
Arthur's deliverance, and ere one sun hadrifn 
its course, was seoretly murdered. . . .-> 

The wretched Eleanor knew of Jiisi ijetwrp, 
and too truly guessed wlierefor^ .he spug^i^, her 

o3 
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not — too miserably knew his certain fate. It was 
enough — she wished not to live— she prayed 
for death — and briefly indeed was she released 
from her wretchedness*— scarcely could pity 
sorrow for her loss, or lament that the Damsel 
of Britanny no longer existed to such a life of 
woe. 

The faithful De Bourgh resisted not, though 
he refused to follow his prince^'s last injunctions 
to advance his fortune in the usurper^s service. 
John, indeed, anxiously courted his favour, for. 
where all were lukewarm in their adherence, 
and many, false and dissembling for his greater 
harm, the straight-forward honesty and truth 
which he believed to exist in De Bourgh, ren- 
dered him a prize richly worth possessing, and 
whom no small pains should be wanting to se- 
cure. The veteran, however, never met his 
advance, his soul shrunk from such a patron — 
his oath still separated him from his friendship ; 
he continued, indeed, in his appointments, and 
what duties those offices entailed upon him, he 



AJIT^UE OF BBITAKNY. 399 

faithfully p^ormed. But when John died, his 
repugnance seemed to cease, his scruples to be 
at an end. He dearly loved the gentle queen, for 
Isabella's virtues had bound his heart as all other 
hearts, to her ; and it was a willing duty with 
which he served the infant monarch, her son ; 
— for the mother's s^ke. King Henry had in De 
Bourgh a faithful subject. 

On the early death of the Protector, Pem- 
broke, De Bourgh was associated with the 
Bishop of Winchester in the joint government 
of the realm, and in that capacity, from his 
known honour and uprightness, had the chief 
direction of the state affairs ; and though an 
envious cabal, and the king's weakness, in the 
sequel, cast him from his high office, and for a 
time drove him into banishment, yet so clear 
and unsullied did the character of this able and 
virtuous man come forth from the fite, that 
he was soon reinstated in the royal favour. 

But it was in quiet and peaceful retirement 
that he ever after lived ; long and happily did 
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he 80 live, for it was not in vain that he 
had seen the deceitfuhness of the world — the 
insecurity of a princess smiles— the unsatisfy- 
ing cheat of ambition and greatness. He had, 
indeed, seen much, but he had felt more ; and 
he gladly steered his small barque fix>m the 
troubled sea of the world'^s jealousies, its envy- 
ings, and its deceits, into a calm and secluded 
creek ; and there, contented and in peace, found 
a haven where its uncertain waves could no 
longer reach him. He watched, indeed, the 
many fatal storms which ever and anon dis- 

* 

turbed the waters he had left ; and as wreck 
after wreck swept past him, pitied the blind 
folly of the senseless crew, pulled his own skiff 
farther and farther up the peaceful haven, and 
there sat calmly on his oars, nor ever wished 
again to launch forth on the troubled tide of 
the world^s affairs. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



<< Haply, this life is best. 
If quiet liib be best ; sweeter to those 
Th*t have a shaiper knowflu^ 



«» 



C^mbeline* . 

Years passed away. King Philip had paid 
die debt of nature, and all his ambition, his 
jealousies, and intrigues, were buried with him 
in -die graye. His son, Lewis, the ninth of 
that name, now governed France, and, by his 
wise and peaceful administration, placed that 
kingdom upon an even firmer basis. He was a 
prince of extraordinary character, uniting ^^ to 
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the mean and abject superstition of a monk, all 
the courage and magnanimity of the greatest 
hero, and to the justice and integrity of a 
disinterested patriot, the mildness and humanity 
of an accomplished philosopher.'** So high, 
indeed, did his probity stand in the estimation 
of the world, that many kings and people re- 
ferred to him their differences, and scarcely 
with an exception, willingly submitted to his 
decisions. 

Although at the death of John, he was in 
open arms against him in his own kingdom, 
fighting for his very crown, and, even after his 
death, would have still persisted in the attempt 

but for a series of disasters, whose quick suc- 
cession compelled him to an instant peace, his 
whole after life was marked by one uniform 
desire, by his best and most anxious influence 
to advance the honour and welfare of his suc- 
cessor Henry. 

So far from taking advantage of the many 
divisions which marked his unsettled reign, or 
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even attempting to wrest from him the few pro- 
vinces which the English still retained in 
France, he was ever interfering to compose 
differences, to smooth animosities, and induce 
a peaceable submission to the government. He 
even concluded a treaty with Henry, when his 
fortunes were at the lowest pitch, on terms which 
in the most prosperous state of things would 
havebeen thought advantageous, actually yield* 
ed up to him some of the conquered provinces, 
and ensured their quiet possession; and by 
his decision, when the raging animosity of fac- 
tion was ready to deluge the land with blood, 
sought, while he neglected not the rights of 
the people, to keep unimpaired the high pre- 
rogatives of the crown. 

With a prince, whose early life had been 
almost entirely spent in continued attempts to 
curb the very power which he now strove to 
support — a, power, too, the almost natural 
enemies of his crown, and whose galling ter- 
ritories on his immediate borders ever hazarded 
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the aecurity of his kingdom, it did, indeed, 
leem strange, even with one of his singular 
duuracter, that hia latter conduct should so. 
entirely contradict, as well his earlier proceed- 
ings, as the common and almost universal 
policy of his family. 

It was, indeed, never known that any strong 
and secret influence operated to this altcared 
and kindly feeling towards the English king ; 
it was never even suspected that a deep and 
unknown attachment biassed him to forego 
his individual feelings, and submit to the anx- 
ious wishes of another. It was, perhaps, 
known that Lewis passed many of his leisure 
hours— perhaps more than leisure hours — 
in the sweet retreat of St. Oervase; it was, 
perhaps, suspected that some object of fond 
affection delighted those hours — it might be, 
improved them to the happiest purpose : from 
thence, indeed, many of his wisest decisions 
emanated ; there, too, he at once flew in any 
difficulty or trial that assaulted him, nor ever 
seemed disappointed in receiving support and 
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ocHnfort. But even the most restless curiosity 
failed to obtain any certain information on such 
surmises, nor did the nature of that supposed 
influence ever appear— it was a hidden thing, 
as a closed book, that never was opened. 

In that sweet retreat, unknowing, and by the 
busy world unknown, did he, who was once the 
Duke of Britanny, and heir to one of the 
proudest thrones in Christendom, pass, with 
the contented Marie, the remainder of his days 
in peace and happiness ; and there found that 
rest, which, in the troubled world, he had 
never known — that satisfaction, which the 
brightest prospect of a crown had miserably 
failed to secure. 

Necessity in some, and choice in perhaps as 
great a degree, had decided that life of soli- 
tude; and curbing his martial spirit, casting 
away the proud excitements of his birthright, 
and plucking from his soul the very thought of 
ambition, he had hailed it as a privilege— looked 
upon an everlasting banishment from the world — 
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to him it had bead, indeed^ aimnldof crudlj-r«** 
as a UesfliDg. 

In the wrelehcd solitude of his prison, when 
every hope had quitted him, and there was not 
a prospect save that of a quick and terrible 
death, a new and decided view of things had 
come to his mind ; objects then seemed to 
present themselves in so altered a shape, that 
he wondered how their shallow worthlessness 
had so long deceived him— then to have spent 
even one single hour with her, whom Heaven 
had given him as its best good, would have 
been as an age of bliss ; and bitterly, indeed, 
did he think of the many days of neglected 
happiness, the many forgone opportunities of 
joy, to curse that restless ambition which had 
robbed him of such a paradise of content, and 
then held him as the victim of ferocious mur-> 
der-— for what, indeed, were the tinsel gauds 
of its best promises, to the sterling riches of 
affection which were already his, but a phan- 
tom artifice to lure him to destruction P 
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Then, as he lay grovelling in the dust for 
the anguish that almost maddened him, he 
foreswore ambition and every proud right, 
every high thought, for ever: as a hated, 
despised thing did he cast it from him, and in 
his deepest soul did he vow, that if a merciful 
Providence should, by an omnipotent hand, 
snatch him from the desolation that was ready 
to crush him, his future life should be holy 
retirement, and thankful praise, and lowly 
virtue. 

But, besides such mental convictions, another 
and a strong necessity ruled his destiny. His 
deliverance had not been accomplished without 
great peril both to the faithful De Bourgh 
and to the good Father Clement. Hubert^s two 
sons were detained by the suspicious usurper 
as hostages for his truth; so that, however 
lightly the good man'^s ardent attachment ' 
might have induced him to regard any indi- 
vidual consequences of his treachery, those 
innocent objects of his paternal love would also 
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suffer, and the father^s heart shrunk from the 
certain doom with fearful horror. 

The good prior of La Monte, too, was in 
as imminent a risk of trouble through his kind 
oo-operation ; besides the scandal which would 
i^ly to his sacred office, if not to religion 
itself, from the use of its holiest offices, to 
give effect to a known fraud. Father Cle« 
ment was well aware how eagerly the impious 
John at all times laid hold of any excuse to 
plunder the church; and felt how certainly, 
were it known, would his great delinquency 
bring down upon his convent an instant and a 
fatal judgment. 

Under any circumstances, therefore, Arthur 
would have been compelled by gratitude to his 
deliverers, to have sacrificed his own extremest 
wishes as regard for their welfare seemed to re- 
' quire. In his existing feelings, the strict ban- 
ishment from the world, the almost sepulture 
of himself from human ties, if not a delight, 
was at least content ; and, though as time 
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passed away, and the apprehensions of his jnre- 
servers became less vivid, and the changing 
events removed much of their danger, and the 
tyrant's disasters seemed to offer a fair promise 
of success, and his death almost it's certainty — 
still Arthur was not tempted from his unknown 
existence ; but having once tasted the sweets of 
peace and retirement, and felt that the true 
affection of one fond heart was better and more 
contenting than all the unreal shadows of good 
that the world could shew him, he preferred 
that true happiness, nor again risked it, even 
for the flattering prospect of a kingly crown. 
And when his unnatural uncle was no more, 

and the infant son of the gentle Isabella, to 
whom he and , his owed so much of obliga- 
tion, su<K:eeded to his throne ; he sought by his 
influence with the virtuous Lewis to strengthen 
his feeble hands, nor ever ceased his best exer* 
tions to promote his welfare. The young 
friendship, indeed, which had begun in early 
life between him and that amiable prince, and 
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been cemented by a dearer tie, when he became 
his brother, was perfected in that retirement. 
To all it was comfort - to Lewis it was fortitude 
and wisdom ; for the calm, unruffled judgment 
which Arthur's separation from the world gave 
to the advice that he ever sought in his society, 
was strength and honour to his crown ; while 
the gentle influence of his beloved sister 
sootlied his often troubled mind into peace 
and tranquillity. So that, if Prince Arthur 
and that mild spirit governed not, in name, a 
realm ; their influence, in reality, directed the 
councils and advanced the welfare of one of the 
greatest kingdoms of the day. 

But it was more for another''s good than from 
any wish to meddle with the world^s afiairs, 
that Arthur so counselled his brother ; the 
world of his own thoughts, desires and hopes 
was in the sweet loveliness that beamed unin- 
terrupted joy upon his existence, and made it 
so rich with content. That was indeed a per- 
fect happiness— the steady sunshine of her aflec- 
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tion was never clouded — ever shone brightly 
upon him ; its meridian lustre was glorious, 
its declining age serene and tranquil ; and when 
that sun had set, the evening of his life had 
also come, and he laid his head contentedly to 
sleep, sure that that short night of separation 
would usher in the transcendent morrow of 
their reunion. 



THE END. 
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